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BOOK ONE: CHERRY 

CHAPTER I 
THE CIGARETTES 

I 

T HE village of Hippeswell lies well in the 
middle of Suffolk, remote from any large town, 
and sharing the peace of the district with 
perhaps a dozen other villages of similar size. It 
consists of only one long street of houses, most of 
them cottages, with a few of larger size : and it contains 
perhaps eight or nine hundred people. Apart from the 
village, the biggest houses in the immediate neigh¬ 
bourhood of Hippeswell are at some distance, and one 
or two of them are as much as a couple of miles from 
the railway station. It was in one of these larger 
houses that the Howard Forsters lived, in the days 
before the war ; and the Howard Forsters were among 
the most well-to-do families in Hippeswell. They 
were childless, and Forster had bought Dene House 
fourteen or fifteen years before this story opens. He 
had always been a man of means, but h^vvas also a 
partner (not a very active partner) in a large firm of 
shipbrokers, so that he was, at the age of nearly fifty, 
an extremely prosperous landowner, who preferred to 
lease his farms rather than to work any of them for 
himself, and who led the life of a man of leisure. 

i 
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Forster’s wife was a number of years younger than 
her husband. While Howard spent several days in 
each month, and sometimes of each week, in town, his 
wife stayed throughout the summer at Dene House. 
In the autumn they both migrated to London, where 
they had a flat, and where they were able to enjoy in a 
rather subdued way the satisfactions of the city’s winter 
gaieties. Howard, perhaps, enjoyed these gaieties 
more than his wife, for he was a clubman and a viveur , 
while his wife was too young to be matronly and to 
enjoy the company of the inert, and not quite young 
enough to be a married hoyden and to frequent the 
society of the scatterbrained. Moreover she had no 
taste for smart life, because she had originally come 
from a family less rich than her husband’s, and because, 
while she was an only daughter, she had not had 
opportunities as a girl for cultivating the restlessness of 
spirit without which smart life has no enticements. 
She was, that is to say, neither neurotic nor thought¬ 
lessly eager for stimulant. 

The two had been married for fifteen years. In 
Hippeswell they were known to all and were generally 
liked. In the houses within a radius of ten miles they 
also had friends and a moderate amount of social inter¬ 
change with people with whom more intimate acquaint¬ 
ance would have been a bore. But the life they led had 
tended to encourage Howard in bucolic and athletic 
pleasures which absorbed his attention without pro¬ 
ducing other qualities than the purely muscular, while 
his wife had become thoughtful and humane and 
observant of human nature to an extent that some¬ 
times made people rather ashamed in her company of 
their own siljiness and passion for excitement. 

II 

It was already evening, and Marian Forster knew 
that in a few moments she must go and dress for 
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dinner. From the drawing-room of her husband’s 
house she could see across the wide stretch of lawns 
into a distance of flat Suffolk country. There, directly 
to the east, she could imagine the shallow waters of 
the North Sea ; above her was the moon, hardly more 
than a week old—a maiden moon waxing ever larger 
and more bright. It was summer, and the birds were 
squabbling like happy children in the noble trees that 
lay to north and south of the house. An inexhaust¬ 
ible stillness lay upon the house and upon the country 
which was slipping gently into coolness after the 
vehement heat of the late June sunshine. Marian 
lingered, seriously watching that prospect of still 
green, but in no sense aware of it. Her thoughts 
were busy. She was in a dream. 

Marian herself was a rather tall woman, fair and 
candid, her eyes serious, her brow rounded, her chin 
firm and beautiful. She carried herself with dignity, 
but without hauteur; her hands were still the slim 
hands of youth, but all her movements were deliberate 
and controlled. She looked less than her age, which 
was thirty-eight. In her expression there was neither 
sorrow nor contentment, for Marian had long ago 
found in her day’s work full occupation for her mind, 
and if she ever had regrets they were never seen by 
others. She was extraordinarily reserved, completely 
it seemed, mistress of herself in every emergency 
She had neither children nor relatives. Apart from 
her husband, she had no intimate ties, and although 
she had those whom she called friends they were alike 
in finding her so uncommunicative as to remain almost 
thrillingly mysterious to them all. It was a burden 
to the more impulsive and garrulous among these 
friends that Marian had no complaints to make of 
life. She did not even complain of her husband 
which-is a very favourite form of egotism in married 
women. It was unnatural, they felt. It made them 
feel subtly inferior to her. Yet they all liked her and 
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were conscious of her magnetism, and wished that 
they resembled her in self-control and in beauty. 
Young girls told her their secrets—such poor little 
secrets as a rule,—and women told her the truth 
about things they generally misrepresented in confi¬ 
dence. This was an unconscious testimony to 
Marian’s wisdom ; it was a proof of her strength that 
those who had been so honest did not afterwards 
dislike her. They did not even say “ I don’t know 
why I should tell you all this ”: they ardently bored 
her as if to do that were the most natural thing in 
their unreal lives. 

Only to herself, in solitude, did Marian sometimes 
say: 

“ My God ! What rubbish it all is ! And what a 
fool I am to listen to it! ” 

She did not say this before her husband, who often 
confided to her the secrets of his past misadventures. 
He, sublime egoist, found her still the most sym¬ 
pathetic woman in the world. He was denied the 
neurotic satisfaction—so delightful to the self-en¬ 
grossed and self-indulgent—of feeling misunderstood 
and estranged by his wife. 

Ill 

The sharp click of a closing door indicated that 
Howard Forster was in the room. Marian turned 
quickly. He was in tweeds, evidently just returned 
from his before-dinner walk, a little flushed, rather 
worn with good living and the exhaustion of tissue 
due to a strenuous life of self-indulgence. 

“ Already ? ” Marian said. “ Is it as late as that ? ” 

“ Very nearly,” came the dry reply. “ Very nearly 
as late as that. But not quite.” 

“ I must hurry.” There was no haste in her move¬ 
ment, but she was quite decided. “ Have you had a 
good walk?” 
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Howard grunted, pulling down his waistcoat. Tall 
as was Marian, he was a couple of inches taller, and 
very broad. The breadth which in youth had 
attracted her as a sign of manhood was increased to 
something more than a suggestion of well-covered 
bones. His face was red and his hair thin. He had 
eaten and drunk too readily all his life to remain 
the fine figure of his young manhood. Yet he was 
still handsome, still capable of attracting women who 
were magnetised by his air of animal strength. 
Moreover his tongue was still supple. He was one 
of those men who can always exert mental ingenuity 
to capture the attention of responsive females ; his 
success in former encounters gave him a readiness in 
move and counter-move that counter-balanced the 
effect of his obvious decay. His laugh was sudden 
and infectious, and the air he had of withholding 
secrets was fascinating to all those whose brains were 
as shallow as their intuitions. They puzzled over 
him, mystified and speculative, a condition which was 
an essential preliminary to the myth-making of love. 
Only to Marian was it known that the secrets he 
withheld were oddly free from importance, but that 
was because Marian had mastered the secrets early 
and now marvelled that they should ever have been 
secrets at all. She knew him thoroughly, and, which 
was clever of her, she did not despise him. It would 
never have done to drive him to a genuine secrecy, 
because such a suppression would without fail have 
become a vicious clot in his system. So Marian knew 
him and remained his true wife, a role which was that 
of mother and confidante. Howard respected her. 
He knew his own inferiority, but he still cherished the 
belief that she did not know it; and this in itself was a 
testimony to her wisdom as well as to her self-control. 

They stood looking at one another in passing, 
Marian’s eyes frank and observant, his ironic and 
shrewd. As she was going, he caught her hand for 
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an instant, smiling down at her, unable to help 
himself. It was for an instant only, and she was 
immediately after gone from the room. 

IV 

Her own bedroom was upon the first floor of the 
house. It was large and bare, with a polished floor 
and light-coloured rugs. Her bed was of dark oak, a 
beautiful wood, and the other furnishings were in the 
same style. The hangings and the counterpane of 
her bed were uniform, fresh blue and green and red. 
The room gave evidence of a very decided personality. 
It was a personality loving light and order ; but the 
room lacked intimacy, as though Marian carried her 
natural reserve even into her personal surroundings. 
It was a room for retirement and for peace ; but it 
had not the freakishness that goes with a charming 
and nonsensical spirit of disorder. Her evening-dress 
lay upon the bed, a beautiful dress of grey and lemon- 
colour which she alone could have worn without 
incongruity. Everything in the room, apart from 
the gay hangings, was in pure colour, Quakerish in 
sobriety, and without admixture. Everything was 
refined, cold, fresh. 

It was not long before Marian was dressed. A few 
minutes later, the gong sounded and she slowly went 
down the wide, white-margined staircase, pausing to 
glance r*ut at the garden in that ravishing dusk, and 
then awaiting her husband in the drawing-room. He 
war a Jutle late; but he came back into the room 
looting pink and vigorously groomed after a bath 
that *eemed to have embraced his hair, so moistened 
and flatly brushed did that remnant shine above his 
bucolic face. 

“ Now, my dear ! ” cried Howard, with impetuosity. 
He moved about the room with the plunging 
gait of a stout man. He still had an air of 
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irresistible energy and bonhomie, the air he had 
preserved throughout life, but matured and developed 
almost into a bedside manner. He clapped his hands 
together and held open the door, and they passed 
side by side through the doorway and across the open 
hall. In the dining-room the parlourmaid stood 
waiting, very staid and demure, as though she were 
altogether without personal reality, but was formed 
only to obey. They moved to their seats in silence, 
for nowadays when the Forsters dined alone they 
seemed never to have anything to say to each other. 
It was a typical middle-aged and childless menage. 
How different it had been fifteen years ago! But 
Marian flinched a little at the recollection of that 
time. She flinched always when she thought of her 
old adoring love, of the summer evening, in twilight, 
when somebody else had been playing Chopin’s 
music until her heart seemed full of tears, and 
Howard had drawn all that emotion into love for 
himself with a rapturous ardour long sacred in her 
memory. Now Marian wondered. She had been so 
young then, and so easily moved; and love had been 
so precious to her. She recalled the enchanted days 
with sadness. Young girls do not care for reserved 
wooers: Howard, eager, all fire and persuasiveness, 
had answered her dream as no other man could have 
done. On her side it had been love—the ingenuous 
blossoming of a girl’s idealism ; and when that had 
faded she was a wife only half-awakened, still shyly 
fearing to analyse her emotions. It had been for later 
days to show that in a life-partnership there are other 
beauties of comradeship than those of passing joy and 
excitement. But she had never loved another man. 
Her heart had hardened a little, or it had found in 
compassion a way of escape from brooding regret. 
That was why she could with equanimity continue to 
share Howard’s home and to observe him across the 
table with such affectionate unconcern. 
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V 

Howard paused in eating his fish and drank some 
claret, looking at her afterwards with a sharp ex¬ 
pression over the top of his raised napkin. He had 
an air of singular preoccupation. Evidently some 
care unknown to her was oppressing him. 

“ I must go up to town to-morrow,” he said. “ I 
shall stay at the club. There’s nobody at the flat, is 
there ? ” 

Marian shook her head. Was he anxious about 
some business trouble? She answered as though no 
such problem had occurred to her. 

“ No. Edith’s here. I didn’t think we should be 
going up for some weeks.” 

“Business. I must go. It’ll be all right.” He 
pursed his lips and frowned in what she took to be a 
good-humoured sense of business importance. He was 
such a child still ! He still did not discuss business 
with her. “ I shall be back by Thursday, I expect.” 

Yes. I ve got Miss T. empleton coming to dinner 
to-morrow.” 

1 hank God I shall miss her,” said Howard, 
quietly. Nevertheless he was frowning with pre¬ 
occupation. Marian re proved him by a side glance 

at Blanche, who, standing by the sideboard, was 
listening to all they .aid. 

“And the Sinclairs on Wednesday.” 

“The Sinclairs?” He grunted. ' “Didn’t know 
they were about. 

rp. They ve g?t a young nephew staying with them. 
1 hey re bringing him.” 

“Excellent.” Ihere was an air of dryness in 

Howards speech. “Then you won’t be lonely. 
How olds the boy?” * 

“I d ° nt § ather - Mrs. Sinclair says he’s a charming 
boy. But nowadays that may mean almost anything, 
from twelve to thirty. He can’t be very old ” 
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Howard thought. 

“ Old Sinclair must be getting on for sixty. I'm 
getting on for sixty myself.” 

“ I always forget,” Marian remarked, “ whether 
you’re over or under fifty.” 

They both smiled, Howard with a faint irritation; 
because they both knew he was only forty-nine. It 
was an occasional fad with him to pretend to great 
age and good preservation. 

“ Of course,” Howard went on, giving her only half his 
attention, “ they’ve been married a good many years.” 

“ But you’d think that wouldn’t matter as the boy’s 
a nephew.” Marian brought him back to a degree of 
relationship which he seemed inclined to ignore. 
Howard gave a grim smile. 

“Well, you’ll see on Wednesday, won’t you,” he 
suggested. “All this speculation’s like the twisting 
of an envelope . . . Anybody else?” 

“ Nobody else before you come back. Do you 
expect to see the Mants while you’re in town ? ” 
Marian was not looking at Howard as she spoke, and 
so his hesitation at her remark passed unnoticed. 
She heard him say, in a moment: 

“ I doubt it.” 

“ If you do,” she pursued innocently, “ ask them 
when they’re coming down here. They all like 
tennis, and Robert will be glad of the practice.” 

“ Robert ? Oh, yes, that’s the schoolboy . . .” 
Howard rather impatiently gave his plate a slight 
push. “ No, no,” he added to Blanche, who offered 
him more fish. “ I don’t expect Tom Mant could 
get away. Or Alice, either.” 

Marian was letting the subject drop, when she 
added a supplement. 

“No. But it would be nice to have Cherry and 
Robert for a few days. However, just as you like. 
Probably you won’t see them. I suppose Cherry’s 
nearly twenty-one now. I haven’t seen her for a long 
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time. Goodness, it is a long time! It must be two 
or three years since I met her with Alice ; and then 
it was just for a minute. You’ve seen them all fairly 
lately . . .” 

“Yes, yes,” said Howard. Marian for the first 
time noticed his suppressed irascibility, and the 
Mants disappeared from the conversation with dis¬ 
cretion. She thought no more about them, although 
the schoolboy, Robert, was a favourite of hers, and 
she was always glad to have him in the house during 
the long sleepy summer months. Instead of talking, 
she went on with her dinner, and her mind escaped 
back to the day upon which she had last met Cherry. 

VI 

Blanche had brought the coffee, and had returned 
to the kitchen. The Forsters sat apparently dream¬ 
ing, with the electric lights turned up but the blinds 
undrawn. Behind the dark still trees the evening 
sky was luminously pale. There seemed to be no 
breeze at all, and the birds were becoming less noisy 
as the shadow settled upon the garden. 

Howard had leaned forward mechanically to the 
cigarette-box, and was groping in it. With a jerk he 
tilted the box up. 

“ Dar-’:) that girl! ” he said. “ No cigarettes in the 
box !” it was almost an explosive cry, and he half 
rose fro*., his chair to go to the bell. There was 
a little vave of irritation between them at such 
grotesque annoyance over a trivial thing. Marian 
quickly pushed her own box of mother-of-pearl 
across the table towards him. 

“ Have one of mine,” she said. “ I think you’ll like 
them.” 

Howard, recovering himself at the sound of her 
persuasive voice, grinned as he reached his big hand 
forward and gripped the box. 
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“What are they?” he demanded. “Two-toed- 
twins ? ” 

Marian looked at him, surprised at an unfamiliar 
allusion; and Howard struck a match very quickly, 
so that his face was illuminated and she saw only his 
eyes glistening in the sudden ray. For a moment 
Marian thought nothing. Then, irresistibly, there 
came into her mind the intuitive knowledge: That’s 
a joke he has with another woman. She slowly rose 
from the table, the thought having no sequel; and 
went to the door. Later, she wondered whether his 
visit to London had been explained. Also his 
impatience, and a perceptible restlessness during the 
preceding days which had considerably puzzled her. 



CHAPTER II 


NIGEL SINCLAIR 

I 

O FTEN during the two days she stopped in her 

work — it was not physically strenuous — and 

fidgeted. At such times a small perpendicular 

crease came into her naturally open brow, and her 

eyes darkened. She did not become flustered or 

aggrieved. But she was a little resentful. It seemed 

so hard that Howard could not yet stay his fancies, 

because in the old days she had filled his life with 

such ardent love that any lighter feeling, coming now, 

after so many episodes of a peculiar nature, was a 

betrayal of persistent animal stupidity. He had 

learnt nothing. He never would learn anything. 

He was incorrigible ; and however charming perversity 

may be in the young it grows indecent with the 

attainment of middle-age. So Marian sighed at her 

husband’s prolonged adolescence, feeling sure that 

her original thought had been a true one. So many 

minor evidences came into her mind subsequently— 

Httle intangible things which she had not noticed at 

the time—and gave substance to her conviction. He 

had been kind, awkward, even boisterous; he had 

gone walking beyond his usual habit. He had been 

restless, suddenly irritable, and then apologetic. Had 

he written or received letters? If she had known 

that, she would have been clearer. And what sort 

of woman was it this time? That was where the 

12 
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humiliation came: Marian was aware that Howard 
had no great judgment in the matter of character. 
If the woman were good she would suffer ; if she 
were not good she would find him as treacherous as 
any other light lover. If Marian had loved him any 
longer she would have shrunk from such a thought; 
but she no longer loved Howard, and that was why 
she could see this case as one of several, and not as 
a unique passionate injury to herself. 

It was curious that she did not lose her sense of 
the beauty of the garden and the country, and that 
although she was preoccupied she looked forward 
with interest to the coming of the Sinclairs on 
Wednesday evening. She wore for dinner an old 
blue silk dress, which, however, was so pretty in its 
rather fantastic embroidery as to make her look very 
young and fair. She was waiting for her guests a full 
ten minutes before they arrived,expecting their coming 
with definite eagerness, and going over in her own 
mind the details of their reception and entertainment. 

While she waited she remembered that Howard’s 
cigarette-box had been filled. She remembered also 
the curious name which Howard had mistakenly 
applied to her own cigarettes. It was in looking at 
an illustrated paper for women that she saw their 
real name. Readers of the paper were advised in the 
advertisement to smoke Tee-to-tum Cigarettes. Tee- 
to-tum—it came to her in a flash that a silly woman 
might give them such a nick-name as the one he had 
jokingly used. 

“Ugh!” said Marian to herself, with a little 
shudder. “ They’re scented! How horrid ! ” She 
did not observe that the paper had been thrown 
by her nervous hands to a distance of about a 
yard. That was the first sign she had given that 
she was enduring any strain. Nevertheless, she 
picked the paper up again and noted the address 
from which the cigarettes might be ordered direct. 
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II 

A few minutes later there was the sound of a 
motor horn ; and, as she went forward to greet them 
upon the threshold, the Sinclairs appeared in a state 
of the greatest cheerfulness. Mrs. Sinclair came first, 
a buxom woman of something over fifty, with her 
head covered by a loosely-woven white shawl. She 
hurried into the drawing-room, laughing and talking 
in her hoarse, good-humoured voice; and took both 
of Marian’s hands. 

“ So nice ! ” she cried. “ Awfully nice ! How are 
you? I’m afraid we’re late. Oh, yes we are! I 
knew how it would be—they say it’s the women 
who are always late; but that’s not the fashion now. 
It’s the men. They think it gives them value! 
Anyway, it wasn’t I who kept the car waiting. I 
assure you ! ” She spoke so continuously that Marian 

was forced to delay her greeting of Tom Sinclair_ 

the “ old Sinclair ” of her husband’s age-calculation. 
He was a battered-looking man, battered with the 
weather and with good-living, with a sly expression 
that did not conceal his kindness and modesty. He 
had a long, withered neck, and the central pro¬ 
tuberance was unpleasantly prominent. His voice, 
when he spoke, was dry and tart, with a suggestion 
of a general wryness; and his speech was tart, too. 

“ That beastly boy hadn’t put any petrol in the 

tank. We’d have stuck on the road if I hadn’t 

looked. I always look, now. At first I didn’t. The 

boy’s a fool. How are you, Mrs. Forster ? Husband’s 
away, I hear . . .” 

Only then did Marian see behind Tom the slight 
figure of Nigel Sinclair. Both uncle and aunt made 
way for him, and so she had a clear view of his dark 
face and slim, erect figure. His hair was worn rather 
long, brushed straight back from the brow, but not 
destitute of a slight curl. He was perhaps twenty- 


NIGEL SINCLAIR 


15 


six, and his eyes were very piercing; but his mouth 
was extremely attractive, the lips parted, showing 
very white and even teeth. He was quite strikingly 
handsome, Marian felt. It gave her pleasure to see 
him and to meet his frank expression with one as 
perfectly cordial. 

“This is Nigel/' gossiped Mrs. Sinclair. “He’s 
just as if he was our own boy, though he’s Tom’s 
brother’s only son. Nigel—Mrs. Forster. Mrs. Forster, 
although he looks so demure now he used to be the 
naughtiest child in the world. No persuading him to 
do anything he didn’t want to. And then hiding 
away and browsing and sulking. I tell you: I had 
him . . . However . . 

“Really, Aunt Kathy!” protested her nephew. 
“ It’s awfully unkind to rake up the past like this! ” 
Marian looked at him and easily saw that the protest 
was genuine, and due to shyness, so she smiled with 
enjoyment of this affectionate teasing and its amusing 
effect upon the victim. 

“ Rubbish! Mrs. Forster will soon find out for 
herself. But he’s a good boy now, Mrs. Forster. 
He’s lived through his naughtiness, and he’s all the 
better for it. That’s a thing that sometimes happens, 

I hope. Nigel, Mrs. Forster’s the one sensible 
woman in the district . . . Besides myself, of course.” 

Both Marian and her third visitor felt that they 
were immediately upon the most excellent footing of 
acquaintanceship. A glance passed between them— 
a laughing glance of understanding. As it was 
exchanged the dinner-gong sounded; and Mrs. 
Sinclair caught Marian’s arm. 

“And you said we weren’t late, my dear!” she 
cried. “ Blanche must have had her watch in her 
hand for the last ten minutes! ” 

All this time Marian had not spoken a word 
beyond the ordinary forms of greeting ; but her spirits 
were mounting with every passing instant. For the 
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first time for weeks her eyes were radiant. She felt 
young in spirit, beautifully young and warm and 
happy. She looked quite dangerously lovely. 

Ill 

“ I don’t believe Blanche has got a watch,” she whis¬ 
pered to Mrs. Sinclair, as they went into the dining¬ 
room. “ Perhaps she keeps it to wear on Sundays.” 

“ Just as well for us ! ” whispered back her visitor. 
“ I know what parlourmaids are, my dear . . . what 
scenes they can make. Hysterical creatures. Oh, 
what a lovely dress that is. I know I’ve seen it 
before—yes, I know; but age cannot wither ...” 

Marian laughingly rebuked her, because Mrs. 
Sinclair was being indiscreet. 

“It’s not as old as all that . . .’’she cried gaily, 
and in a low voice of protest. “ Don’t! ” 

They were seated, and Marian had glanced round 
the table. Her glance was so unobtrusive that no 
visitor ever thought about her qualities as a hostess. 
It was the penalty she paid for being a kind of artist, 
that nobody gave her credit for what was unseen. 
What a lucky person is he who can draw attention to 
his own excellence ! It is the rarest of attributes in 
the sincerely virtuous. 

“ Anything happened at Hippeswell? ” asked Tom 
Sinclair. T. he Sinclairs lived five miles away, outside 
a neighbouring village; but they had a generous 
interest in local gossip. “ Any deaths, babies, or 
common infirmities?” 

“ Nothing,” declared Marian, stoutly. “ Nothing 
but a subscription for Mrs. Gupp.” 

“ What, another ! ” He was like an astonished bull 
at the news. “ Good Lord ! ” 

“Poor thing ...” breathed Mrs. Sinclair. “She 
must be ninety-two. Why can’t she die? I should. 
I should persuade myself that I was being buried in 
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a gold coffin/’ Seeing that her nephew was puzzled, 
she explained. “ Mrs. Gupp’s a woman here who 
thinks she’s a queen. A delusion. She’s mad, and 
everybody humours her because the poor old thing’s 
so beautiful.” 

“ She’s rather clairvoyant,” urged Marian. There 
was a general protest. The Sinclairs were heartily 
prosaic and agnostic in every possible sense. Only 
Nigel seemed interested. 

“ D’you mean she foretells the future ? ” he asked. 

“ Well, she seems to have knowledge ... No, it’s 
not nonsense. I won’t have you say that! I don’t 
mean that she says ‘ a dark man will have a great in¬ 
fluence in your life,’ or anything of that sort. It’s just 
that she’s got a very acute sensibility. She seems to 
be able to feel the illness of her friends, and I am told 
she reads faces and characters ...” 

“ Stuff and nonsense! ” burst out Mrs. Sinclair. 
“ I’ve seen the woman. She said to me, 1 You re one 
who has never travelled far.’ I might have shown 
her all Tom’s Cook ticket-cases. He’s got them all. 
It’s the hoarding instinct. We went to Florence for our 
honeymoon, and we’ve been wandering ever since ! ” 

Nigel looked quickly aside at Marian. She was 
again impressed by the piercing glance of his eyes. 
He had a very lean face, and his eyes were its most 
noticeable feature. 

“ You’ve taken the wealth of the Indies with you, 
Aunt Kathy,” he said, gently. 

His aunt frowned, puzzling for a moment at the 
speech and at Marian’s laughter. 

“ you understand it? ” she demanded of Marian, 
but with a twinkle. 

“ I’m afraid I do.” 

Mrs. Sinclair looked grimacingly at Nigel. 

“ It passes me by,” she assured him, with an 
impudent and reproving nod. “Well, now . . . How 
are you, and how’s your husband ? ” Her glance was 
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shrewd, but not unpleasant. The assurances were 
repeated. “ And what’s he gone to town for ? When 
Tom goes to town, I go with him. Travelled, in¬ 
deed ! ” She gave a slight sound that was almost 
a snort, and looked inexpressibly good-humoured. 

“ She does,” said her husband. “ She does. By 

Jove, she does,” he added, to himself. 

“ He’ll be back to-morrow,” explained Marian. 
“ We shall both go to London at the end of September, 
for two or three months.” 

“ September? ” said Nigel, sharply. “ I shall be in 
London then.” 


IV 

“This boy’s a Socialist,” his aunt explained, later in 
the meal. “ Beware of him, my dear. Once or twice 
he’s almost persuaded me. I’ve had to send him to 
Tom. The worst of these young people;is that they’re 
so hard. They get hold of a few—call them facts, 
if you like ; and hammer you with them as if there 
was nothing in life but those few facts. He talks 
about slum-property and employers and such stuff, as 
though life wasn’t made up of all sorts of things.” 

“ Oh, but Aunt Kathy, of course it is ! Cream and 
Geography and Religion ...” 

“ Shoes and Ships and Sealing-wax ! ” commented 
his aunt, destroying his ingenuous air of originality. 
“ Yes, and love and ambition and folly, too. It’s full 
of those things.” 

They all turned surprised eyes upon her. 

“ That’s quite true, Aunt Kathy,” said Nigel, 
seriously. He spoke no more for a little while. 
Then, when they had passed to other matters, he 
showed that his thoughts had been started upon a 
journey by his aunt’s speech, and asked Marian in a 
deliberate way whether she was interested in life as 
something that went on outside one. 
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“ I suppose so,” Marian said, rather at a loss. 

“I am. Tremendously. Oh, tremendously,” he 
exclaimed with zest. “ I shouldn’t think you could 
ever get to know about everything that goes on out¬ 
side ; but it’s splendid to try to grapple with it.” 

Marian thought for a moment over this eager speech, 
reading his ardour with interest. 

“ And not inside as well ? ” she asked, falling 
suddenly to an understanding of the inquiry he had 
made. It was the thing unseen that she continually 
dwelt upon; but she was not insensible to the 
general spectacle. Somehow her attention had been 
caught by his enthusiasm. She liked enthusiasm. 
She had so little herself that it acted upon her as a 
charm. She was awakened, amused at this young 
mind in action, already rapidly foreseeing the dangers 
that such impetuosity as he revealed would provoke 
in the course of his life. He seemed to her young— 
young and beautifully ardent. 

“Inside? You mean—one’s thoughts, and other 
people’s thoughts ? The things that aren’t visible ? 
Oh, yes ... Is that what you like in Mrs. Gupp?” 

“ When one leads a rather stationary life—I suppose 
that’s it. I think Mrs. Gupp lives in a dream. Poor 
thing ! ” 

“ That’s the way to live ! ” cried Nigel. “ At least,” 
he added, “ I wish I could live in a dream. Sometimes 
I wish that, too. It’s so hard to catch everything and 
live to the fullest.” 

His aunt and uncle were gazing at each other. 

“ He’s been in the sun,” said Tom Sinclair. 

“ I’ve never—no, really, my dear, I’ve never heard 
him talk like this.” Nigel’s aunt was quite vehemently 
apologetic for her nephew’s lack of decorous table 
manners. She was frankly concerned. 

“ It’s very nice,” pleaded Marian, with her sympathy 
aroused. 

“ I haven’t been in the sun. I don’t talk like this. 
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Mrs. Forster, please forgive me. I was—I was 
simply interested. It was accidentally something I’ve 
been worrying about for weeks.” 

“ We’ll talk about it later,” Marian said. “ Another 
time when these wise people aren’t here.” And to 
herself she was saying “Twenty-six? He can’t be 
more than twenty-one. . . . He’s young.” 

Nigel turned to his aunt. 

“ It was you who started me off, Aunt Kathy,” he 
told her, candidly. “You talked about love and 
ambition and folly. It was like salt on my tail. 
When I think of those things I always get solemn, 
because I want to understand them so much. They’re 
instincts, at war with every kind of wisdom; and 
they’re so extraordinarily powerful. They get in the 
way. They’re such complications, you know.” 

“ Poor lad ! ” observed Tom Sinclair, his withered 
neck distorted by some convulsion in his throat that 
made his protuberance jerk quickly. “They’ll be 
getting up subscriptions for him , one day.” 

V 

After dinner Nigel played, hiding the drawing¬ 
room’s enormities by his own gift. He played readily, 
and with taste. Marian, sitting aside, realised 
quickly that some composers—especially those com¬ 
posers who reflected mood and reverie at their most 
subtle—had an extraordinary fascination for him. 
He played one study of Debussy’s with an air of 
absorption that deeply impressed her. It seemed as 
though he had the sensitiveness of an artist, not yet 
matured into the artist’s peculiar comprehensions, 
* and strangely crossed by the abrupt curiosities and 
endless questionings of a child as yet unformed. She 
found herself watching him with interest—almost with 
apprehensiveness. It was not that he struck her as 
helpless, or as weak or without balance; it was that 
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she felt he had so much to learn before he should be 
fully developed. And as she thought that, Marian 
became self-reproving. She had caught herself 
building from nothing all sorts of suppositions—the 
worst form of day-dreaming, because it may end in a 
fabric of unreality. It was nothing at all: the young 
man was unknown to her: she would perhaps never 
see him again. Strange that he should so have 
awakened her interest! It was his youth that had 
done that, the boyish impetuosity of his manner, the 
revelation of a temperament contained in his playing. 
She watched his face as he sat at the piano, reading 
the sensitiveness of his lips, and guessing at the 
strange wisdoms that might lurk in his dark eyes. 
She would have given much to have had children, so 
that she might thus have learnt something of the 
unknowable in human character. 

Then Nigel played two pieces of Chopin’s — a 
Fantaisie Impromptu and the exquisite Ballade in 
A flat,—and for the first time for many months she 
was moved beyond the power of expression. Not 
alone the melancholy—the loneliness—of the music, 
nor the sadness of the memories to which it was the 
key; but a quite singular perception that through all 
emotion there runs the incessant current of bitter 
unhappiness, tinged her thoughts and made the 
evening a poignant experience. It passed in a 
dream. Even when Nigel was not playing, the music 
seemed still to continue in her heart, awaking there 
the melodies of other days, when her heart was soft 
and her mind virgin. There was little in the talk 
that intervened which made demands ’upon her 
intricate thoughts, and those few sentences exchanged 
with Nigel at dinner—at the time so thin and yet so 
provocative of sentiment thereafter,—and the sense of 
her understanding of his playing, mingled in her 
emotion and kept the general impression unimpaired. 

“ It’s been so beautiful,” she said to him, while the 
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Sinclairs amicably quarrelled. “ I can play, but never 
to my own satisfaction. It’s a great gift. You see 
how silent we’ve been.” 

Nigel made no answer—only gave her a quick, 
grateful look. 

“ He plays well, doesn’t he! ” asserted his aunt. 
“ I don’t like these moony things much. He ought 
to have played some good tunes, like “ Pomp and 
Circumstance.” However, I know I’m a philistine.” 

“You glory in it, Aunt Kathy!” Nigel laughed. 

“ People always do.” Marian could not resist the dig. 
“ It’s just as snobbish as the aesthetic cult, really.” 

The others looked gravely upon this badinage, but 
not unamiably ; and it became clear that they were 
all going. Wraps were found, and hands shaken, and 
compliments made. It was with warm eyes of liking 
that Marian bade farewell to her new friend. He 
seemed to strike a note in her that had been unmoved 
for many years and that now vibrated with exquisite 
sweetness. Her voice was the richer for her evening’s 
experience. She was carried to the heights by what 
she had felt and thought. Nigel, too, was elated ; but 
by her sympathy, which had aroused his spirits and 
made him very full of eager imaginings—not by any 
knowledge of the feeling he had created. They were 
both subtly happy. 

“ May I come and see you ? ” he asked. “ Perhaps 
in September. I should so much like to.” 

“Of course!” cried Marian, with a quick glance 
that embraced all her visitors. “ Long before then, I 
hope, if you’re staying in the neighbourhood. We’re 
here all the time—until September. You must all 
come. I should like you,” she added to Nigel, “to 
meet my husband.” 

“ I should like to meet him,” Nigel cried. His 
voice carried the meaning “because he’s your 
husband.’ Plis uncle and aunt were smiling at his 
enthusiasm. 



NIGEL SINCLAIR 


23 


They all went out at the front door, where the car 
stood waiting in the darkness. The moon was gone. 
Only the stars lighted the sky, and a swift little 
breeze whipped among the leaves and stirred them 
to a low whispering. The night air was full of scent, 
as fresh and sweet as the evening. They stood for a 
moment in silence—Nigel and she—side by side, 
while the others were getting into the car. 

“ Lovely ! ” Marian said quickly. 

He was gone. The purring of the car grew fainter. 
She was alone in the garden and the darkness, her 
face upturned. Then she came back into the house, 
rather bewildered by the lights, happy and amused. 
It had been so pleasant, so curiously a contact with 
some kind of reality that she had half-forgotten, that 
she had the feeling of being brighter and more alive 
than she had been for many days. 

“ I’m quite ... I hope that young man will o ome 
soon again,” Marian murmured to herself. “ He may 
be very inexperienced in some ways; but I like him 
for that as much as anything else. He’s new. 
Perhaps he won’t come—till September. Oh, then, 
come along, September! ” She paused a moment! 
A strange thought had come into her mind. “ Sep¬ 
tember,” she said, reflectively. “ I suppose that’s the 
month I’m always living in, now. My summer’s 
coming to an end, too. Oh, don’t be silly! I 
do hate these sentimental applications. They’re 
such . . . such rubbish! Oh, but I wish I didn’t 


feel as though I were so set, so uneager 
tired ...” 



Mechanically, she sat down at the piano. Her 
hands lay gently upon the keys. She was going 
back to days so very long ago, with a breathless 
intensity that betokened the strength of her re¬ 
collection. With every year that passes, memories 
grow more real and more pervasive. 



CHAPTER III 


THE ARRIVAL OF CHERRY 

I 

W HEN the next day came Marian thought of 

Howard while she still lay in bed after her 
early cup of tea. Blanche had drawn the 
curtains, and the morning breeze and! the early sun¬ 
shine were both in the room, reminding Marian of 
her duties. She did not feel inclined to get up, but 
lay in bed with her head propped against the pillows 
and her hands resting upon the coverlet. The 
pleasure of her party was still warming her heart, 
and from time to time she was smiling faintly. And 
then the thought of Howard came, and she wondered 
where he was, and what he was doing. A half 
expectation formed in her mind that he would write 
or telegraph delaying his return, and her smile for 
the first time grew rather contemptuous. The mood 
of happy indolence was spoilt. Her heart was 
suddenly sore. She stepped impulsively out of bed 
and sat there with her white feet resting in the thick 
warmth of the sun-touched rug. In her nightdress 
she looked like a young girl, so gentle was the curve 
of her neck and so slim her figure. But her eyes 
were old this morning, and the sunlight cruelly 
revealed the lines about them, and small lines about 
her mouth and below her throat. At last she put on 

slippers and her dressing-gown, and went across to 
the bathroom. 
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Still Marian thought of Howard. He had been 
the only man for her fifteen years before; and there 
had never been another since. It was not that she 
was unattractive or that her nature was cold, but 
simply that she did not like playing with fire, as 
some silly women do, long after the days for playing 
with fire have had any heat in them to kindle noble 
flame. So when Marian thought of Howard it was 
as her lover and her husband, with whose life her 
own being had been for so long bound up. It still 
seemed to her peculiar that a single accidental re¬ 
mark should have provoked that sudden intuition 
about him. On all previous occasions there had 
been steps in her knowledge. She could not help 
feeling sure, even while she demolished her own 
intuition; and the sureness revived a shuddering 
distaste for Howard that she had only felt about 
a dozen times in her life. There had been times 
when she could not bear his presence, let alone his 
touch. It was as though some overwhelming arro¬ 
gance of virtue had come upon her this morning, and 
she already felt the approach of this secret horror of 
him. It was not a moral horror, but a sense of 
physical repulsion, of contempt. She strove to check 
it, realising that life would be insupportable if once 
she lost grip upon herself. 

So breakfast-time came, and the post. Marian 
sought hastily for a letter from Howard. There was 
none. 'Then it would be a wire, perhaps? She 
opened the first letter. It was from Alice Mant, 
written evidently late on Tuesday, and posted the 
day before. 

“ My dearest Marian. Howard came here to dinner 
to-night, and gave your kind invitation to Cherry and 
Robert. Of course they’re both wild to come! It’s 
too good of you ; but I’m sure you’ll take the privilege 
of an old friend if they’re a nuisance and tell me. 
Then I’ll send for them home. It will really be a 
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boon to me to have them away. Let me know what 
you think of Cherry. I can’t understand her. She’s 
beyond me, and that’s the truth, my dear. As for 
Robert, I never pretended to understand that boy, 
did I ? I never knew what it felt like to be ‘ all at 
sea ’ until the last couple of months ; but these two 
children of mine are the most extraordinary pair I’ve 
ever come across. I’m really frightened, sometimes, 
when I look at them. They’re so unlike Tom and 
me. They’re so hard. That’s what it is. They’re 
hard. There is a sort of callousness about them that 
gives me a lot of pain. I know you think I’m a 
muddler, and I admit that you can manage Robert; 
but if you can manage Cherry you’ll be doing the 
girl (and her mother) a kindness. Marian, my dear, 
I trouble you with my worries because there is nobody 
who understands as well as you do. You are so 
sympathetic—or you seem to be, and I expect that 
is the same thing, because . . .” 

When Alice wandered off into psychology, Marian’s 
attention failed. She put the letter back into its 
envelope, and turned to its fellows. So Cherry and 
Robert were both coming. And they were out of 
hand. Marian did not think very highly of Alice 
Mant as a mother. She was not capable of taking 
more than a pass degree in motherhood. She lacked 
the first requisite — imagination. Marian had it. 
She was not sympathetic in the sense of abandoning 
all self-respect for the sake of one in distress; but 
she I*j$i imagination, which will always obtain for 
its possessor a reputation for sympathy and a suf¬ 
ficient number of suitors for aid. Cherry and Robert! 
Her hands would be full! Perhaps their presence 
would distract Howard : certainly it would ease the 
situation. She felt appreciably more cheerful about 
the immediate future. When were they coming? 
How like Alice! Not a word in the letter to say! 

An hour later the expected telegram from Howard 
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arrived. Marian smiled drily at its appearance; but 
the message itself was unexpected. It ran : 

“SEND CAR MEET SEVEN-THIRTY BRINGING MANT 
CHILDREN HOWARD.” 

“To-day!” said Marian aloud. “That’s quick 
work . . . Oh, of course he was there on Tuesday . . .” 
She was instantly alert, planning bedrooms and 
arranging in her mind the necessary accommodation 
for her guests. 


II 

The evening came. She gave instructions for the 
car to go to the station, and heard it start in good 
time to meet the train by which her young visitors 
were travelling. Then she inspected the bedrooms 
and saw that they lacked nothing. That done, she 
went down to the drawing-room, to await the car’s 
return. It was then that her eye caught the journal 
in which appeared that advertisement of Tee-to-tum 
cigarettes. In a panic, she laid it at the bottom of 
a pile of other papers, smiling at her own sense of 
eavesdropping, and lightly pressing the pile, as if, 
like a conjurer, she could dismiss the offending paper 
altogether. 

“ What a beastly room this is ! ” she thought, 
impulsively. “ And what a lazy person I must have 
been all these years to endure it!” The thought 
was sufficiently depressing. “ I have endured it. I 
wonder why. It’s a problem.” She could not under¬ 
stand her own lethargy. It seemed inexcusable. 
Marian had suddenly an uncomfortable vision of 
herself as a woman too lost in the details of the day 
—perhaps in the meanderings of her own mind—to 
attain a personal reality. It was horrible to have 
such a thought. She felt that perhaps after all she 
was a mere onlooker at life, unable even to make her 
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presence felt in the arrangement of her own drawing¬ 
room. Yet the drawing-room, if she could have seen 
it in that light, was a picture of her marriage—full of 
incongruities and legacies and a naive ugliness. It 
was neither her room nor Howard’s, but a room they 
both used by courtesy of Howard’s dead ancestors 
and perhaps of her own. 

The car was whirring at the door, and against the 
paling sky she saw silhouetted three figures—those of 
Howard, Robert, and Cherry. She stood in the 
porch to receive them. 


Ill 

Robert, in a business-like way, attended manfully 
to the luggage inside the car, while Cherry stepped 
from her place by his side to the house-door. In the 
clear light Marian saw that she carried herself well, 
that she was tall and slim, and that her air was one 
of mingled timidity and assurance. As they had 
kissed before, so they kissed now, but without any 
suggestion of real caress. Marian drew the girl into 
the house, and with vividly increased interest looked 
quickly at her, scrutinising the fresh young face and 
the veiled eyes. Cherry’s eyes were quite cold at 
this moment. They were wide open, clear and un¬ 
readable, blue eyes without a stain of sin and without 
a trace of trustfulness. Her brow was clear, her nose 
very straight, her mouth bafflingly the mouth of a 
child Marian, scrutinising so . quickly, received 

a shock. She had hitherto discounted 
Alice s complaints, as the cries of a weak woman 
incapable of dealing with a growing nature; but she 
did so no longer. Obstinacy, charm, and a sort 
of wanton determination were to be read in the 
flower-like face. Clearly, Cherry’s was no easily- 
grasped and easily-dominated character. Even in 
the moment of shock, Marian was conscious of a 
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sudden, genuine out-going of interest in the young 
visitor. She was npt a commonplace girl, whatever 
might be the difficulties of her stubborn nature. A 
quick spark in Marian’s heart took fire. She could 
not see the future; but she was conscious of contact 
with personality not inferior in strength to her own. 
Words of more than conventional greeting were 
forced to her lips. 

“ I’m glad you’ve come,” she said. “ I want you to 
be happy here.” 

Cherry looked back at her, not trustingly, not 
suspiciously, but with an obviously examining glance, 
prolonged an instant more than politeness would have 
justified—prolonged sufficiently to be on the verge of 
impertinence. She smiled faintly. 

Marian thought: “Why does she dislike me?” 
Then, hastily, seeing that it was not dislike, but a sort 
of measuring interest, that lay in Cherry’s face, she 
put that thought quickly aside. Instead, she realised 
that to win this girl’s confidence would be a task of 
difficulty. It was over in an instant, this exchange 
of impressions ; and H.oward and Robert had followed 
them into the house. All four stood grouped 
together for a few seconds. Decidedly, of the three 
faces presented to her, Marian liked best that of 
Robert, whose affection she knew to be hers. He 
took her arm with a cheerful air of liking. 

“ I say, how ripping it is ! ” he cried. “ I’m so 
jolly glad to be here.” 

As Cherry turned away, Marian saw almost with a 
pang how graceful she was, and how well she walked. 
In the light her fair hair seemed powdered with 
gold. She was lovely. But the interest aroused in 
Marian’s mind was not warmed by any sense of 
happy confidence. Already she felt constrained 
under the glance of her young guest. The girl, it 
seemed to Marian, was one to play for her own hand ; 
and in such play she would perhaps be ruthless. All 
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the same, Marian did not dislike her. She merely 
felt it necessary to be upon her guard. 

IV 

Yet it was something, also, to have aroused in her 
the sense of that necessity. Marian did not often 
feel that she must be upon her guard. She was 
naturally so reserved that there was no conscious dis¬ 
guise in her manner. She was accustomed to go 
coolly through all her relations with others, living a 
very quiet inner life, but never the elaborate diplomat 
which some Machiavellian writers upon conduct 
suppose every human being of character to be. 
What Cherry gave her was the sense of being 
unamenable to the ordinary laws of polite inter¬ 
course. She was not well-bred: her defiances and 
her judgments were still ostentatious, as one would 
expect from a young girl. What was disquieting 
was the fear that they were possibly being confirmed 
by a natural selfishness which led her hastily to pene¬ 
trate inferiority and to exploit it and to derive satis¬ 
faction from the sense of power over it. And yet, as 
Marian instantly realised, all such terms were much 
too hard, and were, moreover, the fruit of some 
instinctive hostility—the knowledge that Cherry was 

not merely not malleable, but that she was definitely 
perverse. 

u ^ ^ on * think I do like her,” Marian thought. 
‘ No . . . What Alice says is quite true. She’s 
hard. But I’d like to understand her. If she’s hard, 
perhaps it’s because she’s mistrustful. Perhaps . . . 
perhaps . . .” She did not finish her thought. She 
came back to her attitude of detachment, and was 
not aware that the detachment was not quite perfect. 
It was not quite perfect because Marian was in a 
mood to be sensitive. Where young Nigel Sinclair 
had seemed to her so cordial, and so candid, Cherry 
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was baffling. She was sufficiently a woman to arouse 
something like jealousy, and still so evidently a child 
as to suggest most attractive immaturity. It would 
be lovely to have a daughter like that—lovely, and 
fascinating, and heart-rending. She was less myster¬ 
ious than baffling. Yes, she was ill-bred. Marian was 
decided upon that point. She was ill-bred because 
she did not accommodate herself superficially to 
others. She watched them. She scrutinised them, 
making obvious comparisons. She was conceited, 
hard, selfish . . . and all the time she was real and 
lovable. She was immediately seen to be more real 
and more lovable than any girl in all this country 
district. Marian was torn. She drew a deep breath, 
anticipating battle. Her mouth set a little. If 
Cherry was conscious of superiority, so was Marian, 
when that superiority was challenged. She was 
kinder, because she was older. But she knew that if 
Cherry was the more callous, with the callousness of 
childhood, she herself was more cold, with the 
balanced self-control of the mature woman. If 
Cherry made the mistake of under-rating Marian, 
she would find that Marian too had her quality. 

All this passed in Marian’s mind while the 
travellers were preparing for dinner. She looked 
perhaps not quite in vain for some sign of curiosity 
from Cherry. It came. Cherry swiftly contrasted 
their evening gowns. Her eye rose higher, higher, 
like the fleet darting of the eager swallow. It was 
gone in an instant Marian had a sudden sense of 
power. 

“ She’s only a child ! ” she thought, her mind as 
quick as Cherry’s glance. Impulsively she took the 
girl’s arm as they went together towards the door. 
“ Poor child 1 ” 
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AFTER DINNER 

I 

D URING the whole of the meal that curious 
interchange of examination persisted. With 
Marian it was unobtrusive, because she had 
naturally acquired through long habit the ability to 
observe without seeming to do so. Cherry had still 
to look at what she wanted to see. She was almost 
quick enough to avoid giving the impression that she 
stared ; but she was still too slow to hide her interest 
and her jealousy. She wanted, it was evident, to 
know what Marian thought of her; and was piqued 
at being able to discover nothing. The pique showed 
in a slight brusqueness. She did not make herself 
agreeable, because she was not at ease. That in¬ 
volved her in silences. Evidently she did not talk 
well, unless she was the centre of the party. With 
all eyes upon her, perhaps, in uncritical admiration of 
her charm, she would have shone like a wayward 
star. But she did not talk well upon general topics. 
She was too used to a success founded upon her 
superficial presence. She was, even, too reliant upon 
her power to please; so that if that were denied, or 
questioned, she fell back into a flat discontent All 
this Marian gathered by means of genuine observa¬ 
tion, which is a different thing from an enumeration 
of points. That was the advantage which her years 
gave. None the less she watched the instinctive 
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baffling! The pains she took to be mysterious weii 

the least baffling thing about her, and the youngest. 

She was ^ l °Z e herself » and easily wounded by 
the least doubt of her own power. She was wounded 

by ^ h if r ln * b \ llt y to dominate Marian. She 
addressed herself almost exclusively to Howard 

Marian was so occupied with Cherry that she could 

not think of Howard. She only felt that he was 

being amusing and making them all laugh, as he had 

always been able to do, as long as she could remem- 

and Mc Ie ft at i^ P i P0S1 u e u 0 ¥ anan > his eyes twinkling, 
and ffls thick laugh baying in among the general 

laughter. His face was red, but it was a fresh 

redness, and they all looked happy and in good 

health, so that the party was a pleasure to the eye. 

II 

The pa rty was also a party well-satisfied with its fare. 

I he dinner was good, and the service. Knowing the 

3 
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Mant household, and Alice Mant’s shortcomings as a 
housekeeper, Marian knew well that if Cherry had 
perceptions of such things, as she supposed, the 
management of the house would establish in the girl’s 
mind a sense of her own competence. The table was 
beautifully set, the details of the meal perfect. Order 
was in everything, and yet not so elaborately there as 
to be obtrusive. Already, Marian was paying Cherry 
the tribute of believing that she could appreciate the 
causes of efficiency in house-running. She was only 
ruffled when it suddenly occurred to her that she 
set store by Cherry’s opinion. The knowledge was 
piquing and humiliating. She could have given a 
little chagrined laugh if she had been alone. 

Meanwhile Howard, at the other end of the table, 
was romancing. 

“ The porter who had to carry Cherry’s luggage 
was bent double,” he was explaining. “ He looked 
at the trunks-” 

“ The one portmanteau,” Cherry corrected, 'laugh¬ 
ing. 

“ He looked at me. He said ‘ All these'" 

“ He said ‘ This all ? ’ ” Cherry explained. 

“ And with a groan he staggered along the plat¬ 
form.” 

“ He was a little bent; but that was rheumatism.” 

It amused Marian to find that Cherry’s little bird- 
like glances in her direction revealed anxiety to 
please and to impress. The girl was perturbed at 
Howard’s exaggerations. 

Cherry always has a lot of things,” asserted 

Robert, ruthlessly. “She has to have a different 
dress for each day.” 

* ^at’s no * t ru e. You’ve no business to 

say it. A sharpness had come into Cherry’s voice. 
She looked with quick anger at her brother. 

“ You know how long she means to stay if you find 
out-” 
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“ Robert! ” 

“ I’m sure there won’t be enough dresses if ypu stay 
as long as we hope,” Marian said. “But I'd like to 
see all you’ve brought. Living in the country all the 
summer makes one enjoy other people’s dresses with 
a kind of fury. You mustn’t take any notice of these 
envious men, Cherry.” 

“ I don’t.” Cherry’s retort was brief. 

“ I must admit the porter found us an empty first,” 
supplemented Howard. 

“ He bowed more than ever at his tip,” explained 
Robert. “ He was a very old porter. I should think 
he was a hundred. Auntie, I’ve brought two suits 
besides this business.” He indicated his black clothes 
with an air of distaste. “ Which will you have first ? ” 

“The pepper-and-salt or the salt-and-pepper ? ” 
cried Cherry, scornfully. Her eyes were alight. She 
turned triumphantly—not to Marian, but to Howard. 
She kept her eyes on him for a moment, and as she 
turned away Marian caught their lustre. She smiled 
a little drily, seeing that Cherry was more at ease 
with men than with women. And even as Marian 
was thinking this, Cherry glanced swiftly in her 
direction. The glance was an extraordinary one. 
It was for the first time suspicious, almost furtive; 
and it was as instantly averted. It gave Marian a 
most disagreeable impression. 

“ I don’t believe she’s straight,” came the hurried 
thought. “ She’s got something to conceal. How 
strange! ” 


III 

Another thing Marian did not like was that Cherry 
had her wine-glass filled more than once. It seemed 
as though her palate were jaded—as though, for fear 
of dulness, she sought stimulant for the sake of 
excitement. This she did quite unconsciously, how- 
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ever, so that Marian could only suppose her to be in 
the habit of drinking more than the girls in that 
district were apt to do. It was a small thing to 
notice; but Marian was noticing everything that 
Cherry did, observing and recording, in order to 
attain something like a comprehension of the girl’s 
character. Some of her ways accorded so ill with the 
flower-like face and the almost bewitching expression 
of innocence which at times it wore that Marian was 
checked again and again. Cherry’s moods appeared 
to change each instant, and her expression and 
character along with them. 

All left the table together. Cherry smoked one of 
Howard’s cigarettes, which he offered quite naturally 
to her. She also took a second. Marian noticed that 
she smoked without any of the awkwardness common 
to girls who handled rare cigarettes. And yet, how¬ 
ever much Marian may have wished to disapprove, 
she found herself watching Cherry with a curious 
secret admiration. She even sighed. Again the 
longing had come to her for a daughter with just 
such personality as this, disciplined as it might have 
been by an upbringing of greater care. 

They went back into the drawing-room, and the 
air was still light, the sky very clear, and a faint 
breeze stirring. The evening so invited them that 
they all strolled a little in the garden, wandering 
down by the edges of the lawns and under the per¬ 
golas covered with climbing roses and along to the 
edge of a small wood that bordered one end of the 
garden. For a time Marian and Cherry were together, 
but only for a time; and when they had grouped to 
look at some evening primroses it fell out that Robert 
took Marian’s arm and the other two became lost to 
view. 

ivobert—a youth of seventeen or so—was full of 
stories of what he had planned to do during his long 
summer-holidays, which had just begun. He was to 
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go away at the end of the holidays to the home of a 
school chum, and was artlessly eager that his stay with 
the Forsters should be long and crowded. Motor¬ 
ing, fake chemistry, botany, stamps, bicycle rides, 
tennis, walks—these were only a few of his desired 
employments. He talked quickly, voluminously, 
because he knew and loved Marian. The time ran 
by, and the darkness became greater; and at last 
Marian turned back towards the house. It was ten 
o’clock. The others were still out. 

“ Good night, auntie,” Robert said, and gave her a 
rapid hug before disappearing. She was left alone in 
the drawing-room, waiting. 

IV 

It was twenty minutes later before Cherry and 
Howard came in. Cherry’s dress was to be seen 
before they arrived ; and to Marian, sitting near the 
window, but in the shadow, it seemed as though the 
girl was holding Howard’s arm. They walked 
quickly, hurrying, as though a sense of the hour’s 
lateness had come suddenly upon them, and drew 
apart as they neared the house. Marian rose and 
went to the open French windows to meet them. 

“ It’s very tempting, isn’t it,” she said in a friendly 
way, and smiled at both. “ Robert’s gone to bed. I 
think he was tired out.” 

“Oh, so am I!” cried Cherry, in an exhausted 
voice, and sat abruptly in a chair. As Howard came 
in, humming, he turned and made fast the windows, 
and switched a curtain across them ; but Marian, 
looking down at Cherry’s face, was astonished to find 
the girl’s eyes bright with tears, and her lips parted. 



CHAPTER V 


CHERRY IN THE MORNING 

I 

A FEW minutes later they all went to bed ; and 
in the hall’s semi-darkness Marian could no 
longer see Cherry’s face with its curious exalted 
expression that was between joy and sorrow. She 
brooded upon the girl as she undressed ; and as she 
brushed her hair she several times paused to con over 
this strange problem of character as it was presented 
by her young visitor. She could not deny that she 
was profoundly interested. Her mind went searching 
for explanation of the tear-brilliant eyes and found 
none. There was so much she did not know. She 
wanted more keenly to understand Cherry than she 
had wanted anything for many years, because the 
contrasts, so violent, so inexplicable, intrigued her. 
No, she had no clue. The child’s radiant eyes 
haunted her long after she had blown out the candle, 
and while she lay waiting for sleep. She saw again 
Cherry’s lovely little face, the ease of movement that 
betokened self-confidence, the look that was almost 
a stare at herself, the urgent, half-angry expression 
that had greeted the teasing of Howard and Robert. 
Clearly the girl was sensitive, and took herself very 
seriously. The suppressed eagerness to know what 
Marian’s attitude was to her dress, to herself; her air 
of attentive listening; her elaborate nonchalance; all 
of them were a part of some secret unease. Below 
that might lurk deliberateness, a callous pursuit of 
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her own ends; or she might be the merely ingenuous 
child that other attitudes had suggested. She might 
be all sorts of things that Marian could only dimly 
guess. How strange it was to be thus eager! 
Marian felt the little pucker come into her brows. 
She turned restlessly. Then her hand went quickly 
to her firm throat, feeling its outline. A faint warmth 
came to her cheeks. In the darkness her eyes were 
smiling, but with a smile that lay deep in sad under¬ 
standing of life. Again she turned; again that 
impulsive speech came to her lips, as it had done 
earlier, abruptly completing her rapid assessment of 
Cherry’s characteristics. 

“ Poor child ! ” 

If this girl could once know what power for love 
Marian had, how warm and cordial was her instinct 
to give endlessly and with enduring sympathy. If 
she knew, too, what capacity for coldness, for cruel 
punishment of transgression, lay also in the enigmatic 
heart of this older woman, so experienced in painful 
knowledge of the soul’s secrets ! The smile stole to 
Marian’s lips, which were gravely and tenderly 
parted. Marian had no need to speak, to tell; she 
had so much self-control that she could hardly yield 
to the strength of her own emotions. Her cool per¬ 
ceptions chilled even her own inclinations to love and 
to surrender to love. And her love was so untroubled 
that she had as yet no fear of its power over her will. 

“ Poor child. Poor child. So sure of herself, so 
unsure, so clear-sighted, so blind, so all-curious, so 
timid, so ignorant . . .” 

Long afterwards Marian lay awake, half-dreaming 
of Cherry, inexhaustibly speculating. 

II 

In the morning she dressed with her usual 
scrupulous care, again in pale grey, and was first 
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downstairs, as cool and as much mistress of herself 
as if she had not been engaged in this complexity of 
apprehension. Cherry was the next comer, dressed 
in a beautifully simple gown of pure daffodil yellow. 
She was so charming that Marian drew a long 
breath. 1 he pink cheeks, the gay manner, the clear 
eyes, of her new puzzle were a tantalising delight 
to her. Cherry was radiant, and as fresh as the 
morning, from which the light mist was rising 
under the sun’s rays. She came quickly into the 
room, stopping short at the sight of Marian, half- 
embarrassed. 

‘ How lovely it is! ” she cried, in a wondering 
sense of the morning’s beauty. They did not kiss ; 
but exchanged a glance that fled as soon as it was 
levelled. Only Cherry glanced again, as a lover will 
quickly kiss a second time when the first kiss has 
been so sweet. And Marian knew. 

“ Let me show you the roses,” she said, with her 
spirits mounting. “We’re both so early. I’ll show 
you an arbour where it’s always cool. And where 
there are no spiders; but only cushions. A lovely 
place. Nobody goes there. Come along.” They 
weie quickly out of doors. “ If you want to read, or 
to get away from the heat, the arbour’s the most 
delicious place in the world. Only a stream could 
make it more beautiful . . There was a silence 
as they walked across the first lawn and felt the 
morning sun upon their cheeks. Their steps were 
uniform ; both walked so easily that they kept pace 
by instinct. Marian went on, “ I want you to feel 
that you re quite altogether at home here. I know 
how horrid it is to be away, and to feel that you’re 
being watched and entertained, and as though every- 

ing you do is public. But we never have that 
feeling here—or we try never to let our friends have 
it . . . Many people say that: with us the saying’s 
true. Do you understand that? I hope you do. 
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There won’t be any plans made ... No least ex¬ 
pectation of your obedience . . . d’you see.” 

“Splendid,” Cherry said, half under her breath. 
“ You’re so very kind.” 

“Well, be happy . . .” 

“ 1 wonder if I shall be,” startlingly mused Cherry. 
Marian could feel the sudden piercing distrustful dart 
of her eyes, measuring. She wondered if Cherry also 
had been busy in estimates. Such a question could 
not stay in her mind: the moment gave no oppor¬ 
tunity for further thought. Her own return scrutiny 
was a warmer, embracing glance that took in the 
quiver of Cherry’s lids as they quickly responded to 
some sensitiveness—perhaps to concealment of a yet 
more inquisitive survey. 

“Of course you will,” Marian said, very low. 
“ That is, if you don’t . . . dislike me too much.” 

“ Dislike P ” The young face was puzzled, perhaps 
because the speech had been too frank. 

“ Say, distrust,” corrected Marian. “ Be at ease.” 

There came a little sigh. Cherry was reflecting. 
She impulsively turned and took Marian’s arm, like 
a confiding child, and her voice was very quiet, as 
though the words came against her will. She gave 
the impression of being entirely plastic, the lovely 
child of innocent responsiveness. 

“ I don’t know why you should be kind to me,” she 
said. Then, even more quickly, so that the words 
were breathless, “You know, I feel such an outsider. 
It’s not quite fair to me. You’re so much more . . 
somehow . . . finished than I am. You’ve got more 
self-control than I have.” 

Marian did not answer. How envious, how grudg¬ 
ing, had been the child’s tone ! They continued their 
walk to the arbour, which was covered with nodding 
pink roses. Within were garden chairs and the 
tumbled rods and ropes and netting of a hammock. 

It was a lovely corner, so shaded that it was cool, so 
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open to the breeze that it was airy and unconfined. 
Cherry released Marian’s arm. As if in chagrin at 
her impulsive candour, she was frowning slightly; 
but when she turned again there was upon her face 
such an exquisite smile that Marian seemed to read 
deep into her heart as bees dive into harebells. At 
that moment there seemed no barrier between them. 
All human loveliness rose from Cherry’s heart like a 
sweet breath, and filled her face with wonder. 

Ill 

It was much later, when the morning was far spent, 
that Marian knew how little the girl had given in 
open confidence. It was as though she was guarded, 
in spite of her sudden avowal of inferiority. Never¬ 
theless, Marian was only dimly conscious of this 
thing, and her thoughts were untroubled, because the 
explanation lay so readily within reach. If Cherry 
was guarded.it was because she did not speak readily, 
did not yet trust so as to be able to tell with candour 
her ordinary thoughts. Marian was not at the end 
of her intuitions regarding Cherry. And she had 
never in her life pressed for confidences. She was 
too proud to do that, herself too self-assured. She 
was never dependent upon the views and confessions 
of others, but made her own judgments and drew her 
own inferences. She used every smallest piece of 
self-revelation in her imaginings, and so her portraits 
became true and living things. In that they differed 
from the character-readings of others, who make up 
their minds in a moment—by what they call instinct 

and spend the rest of their time in being surprised 
and in refusing to correct their impressions. 

Howard was late for breakfast He was last to 
reach the breakfast-room, demanding his breakfast 
very loudly in order to prevent rebuke from all 
present. But his elaborate scheme was defeated. 
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He did not escape Cherry’s reproof, which was almost 
resentfully delivered. 

“You’re shamefully late!” she cried. “Shame¬ 
lessly, I mean. You don’t deserve any breakfast at 
all! ” 

Marian thought: 

“ She likes Howard. She’s more at ease with him 
than she is with me. She can tease him.” . 

For his part, Howard took little notice of the 
rebuke. He glanced with cheerful superciliousness 
at each face in turn, his own cheeks red and cheery, 
and his great height and breadth both emphasised 
and justified by the flannel suit he wore. 

“ Pooh! ” he said. “ All the same, I overslept 
myself. I grant it. I grant it. These things will 
happen . . . Robert, my boy: you’re the youngest 
male present. It would be only decent of a fellow 
to give me a piece of . . . No, I 11 have toast. ICindly 
pass that rack. Thank you. Thank you, all. And 
now you may tell me what you’ve been doing all day, 
while I lay there incapable of moving. Robert: how 

far have you walked this morning? ” 

“ From my room, here,” explained Robert, un¬ 
abashed. 

“ Well, that’s honest, at any rate. And Cherry ? 

“ I had an appetite for my breakfast,” said Cherry, 

sedately. 

“Sedentary folk!” He did not put a question to 
Marian. She had not expected that he would, and 
would not have remarked the omission if Cherry had 
not shown by an uncontrollable movement that she 
had noticed Howard’s lack of interest and enjoyed it 
with a certain nafve and malicious delight. 


IV 

After breakfast Marian left them. She had her 
necessary morning’s work to do, and she was being 
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true to her own promise that Cherry was to be 
entirely free. The luncheon was to be discussed with 
cook; a couple of letters were to be written and 
various messages and instructions to be given. She 
was absent about an hour, and upon her return found 
Robert outside the house with a bicycle and a spanner 
and a small pump. He had found the bicycle he 
had used upon earlier visits, and he was putting it in 
order for use later in the day and in the holiday. At 
Marian’s arrival he looked up, rather grimy and 
breathless, saluting her with an appearance of pre¬ 
occupied pleasure. 

“This old jiggers rather gone to pot, auntie, 0 he 
observed, briefly. “I’ve got to oil it. Listen to 
this! ” He span the pedals, which huskily showed 
themselves to be out of condition. They were 
checked, and ran free for a very short time. Marian 
made a sound of regret. 

Very bad. It hasn t been used since you were 
here last. Did you bring your tennis racket? ” 

“Rather! Not that I’m ‘ tennis-mad this year. 
It’s because I haven’t had any practice. I’ve been 
going in for cricket. It’s a great game. I’ll tell you 
what, auntie: cricket wants brightniiug. There 
ought to be more slogging. If I had my way I’d 
delete averages—simply wash them out—never allow 
them. 1 hen you d get it as a game. Have you ever 
seen chaps scoring? Putting down a dot in each 
corner and two more on the sides, and counting the 
maiden overs. They gloat over them. Maidens! 
As though they mattered ! What’s a maiden over in 
a real* sporting game! Boredom, auntie ; boredom 
pure and simple. The old bowler gets broken-backed 
and bowls his heart out; the batsman doesn’t think of 
hitting the ball—only of getting set and getting two 
up on his average; and the fieldsmen get slack. No 
It s averages that are killing cricket. They’ve made 
it a science instead of a sport.” He stood with his 
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feet wide apart and his dirty hands hanging, the 
fingers fastidiously outspread. His button nose 
seemed quite irrecoverably supercilious, and his wide 
mouth was the epitome of contempt. Nobody could 
have questioned the seriousness of the problem or of 
his concern with it. 

“All you say sounds—unarguable,” Marian ad¬ 
mitted. “I once went to . . . was it Lord’s or the 
Oval ? I forget. And what I liked was the beautiful 
sound of the bat. It gave me the same thrill that I 
get from hearing butter patted.” 

“Jolly fine!” commented Robert. “Oh, but you 
want the end of the day, and long shadows, and a 
small country ground like Maidstone, and everything 
beautifully drowsy and happy.” He was enraptured 
at his own recollection. “I once saw Kent play 
Sussex at Maidstone ... Oh! . . .” His sigh was 
delicious. The memory was of a red-letter day. 
“There was nobody there but me—I mean, Cherry 
had gone mooning off with some fellow, and mother 
and father stayed at home. It was a treat! ” 

Cherry! Mooning off with some fellow! Uncon¬ 
trollably Marian shook her head. As though she 
had spoken aloud, Robert looked up. 

“ She’s like that, you know,” he said. “ Oh no . . . 

I oughtn’t to have said that. Gives you a wrong 
impression. She’s all right , you know, auntie. But 
she’s no end of a silly idiot, all the same.” 

Relief came to Marian at this enlightenment. 
Robert was so transparent that she knew he was 
speaking honestly. But it was one of her traits that 
she persuaded people to speak the truth to her. 

“ Did you notice where Cherry went this morning?” 
she asked, more to cover the difficulty than to obtain 
information. 

“ No,” said Robert. He had scratched his head 
and had gone back to the bicycle that lay at his feet. 
“Oh, yes I did, though . . . She and uncle went 



4 6 


SEPTEMBER 


down the garden. I expect they’ve gone for a walk. 
Uncle said: was she ready? . . .” 

Marian smiled at his preoccupation with the decayed 
bicycle. Then she wondered where the others had 
gone. Had a walk, then, been arranged before¬ 
hand ? Funny . . . She left Robert and walked 
slowly in the shade, carrying her garden basket and 
moving towards the small orchard. What a lovely 
day it was, warm and fragrant, without a cloud and 
without fret! It was a midsummer day, but with the 
air not yet staled and the earth not yet parched. 
Everywhere was the same precious silence and the 
same subdued stirring of life. She was curiously 
happy. 



CHAPTER VI 


AFTERNOON SUNSHINE 

I 

T HE others came back before lunch-time, hot 
from their walk, but in high spirits. They 
did not seem very clear as to where they had 
been; but Howard was joking, and Cherry had her 
pretty little mouth closed and curled in a gleeful 
smile that did not show her teeth. She was non¬ 
sensically happy. When she spoke, her voice was 
light, as though the sun had chased away the faint 
hoarseness which she occasionally betrayed. Robert, 
after a wash, had recovered his composure, and was 
inclined to be exultant over his morning’s work., 

“ The bike is a good bike,” he exclaimed. “ It’s not 
half a bad bike— now. When I took it in hand it was 
absolutely a ruin. How it had got into that state . . .” 

“ Desuetude, my boy; desuetude,” remarked 
Howard. “Just as I sometimes show the effects 

of age. ...” 

“ How silly 1 ” cried Cherry, her cheeks reddening., 

“ Howard’s rather old . . . at times.” Marian’s 
amusement at Cherry’s sudden scowl was great. 
“He sometimes forgets how old he is.” 

“That’s when I’m with you,” Howard said. 

“ Or me-■” Cherry’s eagerness was irrepressible. 

She turned almost elaborately to Marian. “ He’s 
not a bit old, really. Not a bit old. 

“ It’s his affectation. His chief affectation.” 

47 
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“ Well, / shouldn’t like to be as old as uncle. No, 
that’s not right . . It appeared that Robert felt 
himself to have been guilty of a faux pas. They 
waited patiently for him to drill his thoughts. 
“ What I mean is . . . Listen ! I’m getting on for 
seventeen. Uncle’s about three times my age. I’d 
like to be as young as he is when I’m fifty-one.” 

“ But he’s not fifty-one.” Cherry’s voice was grim. 
Her eyes were sparkling. 

“ Did I say he was ? ” asked Robert, studiously 
polite. “ Mind you, there’s this to be said about 
uncle and me . . They waited, breathlessly. “ If 
he’s young for his age, I’m old for mine. I some¬ 
times feel I’m a hundred-” 

“ Oho ! I always do that! ” roared Howard. 

“ It’s a good age, of course,” said Marian. 

“As the crow flies.” Howard was in fine feather, 
and had them all very much at his mercy. 

“ No. A hundred. It’s quite true,” protested 
Robert, unoffended. “You don’t realise, of course. 
You think I’m a boy.” 

“ So you are.” Cherry’s tone was low, contemp¬ 
tuous. “ Ridiculous ! ” 

“ I’d rather be as old as me than as young and 
idiotic as you,” scathingly retorted Robert. “ I do 
know what I’m doing.” He was scarlet, and 
Cherry was sparkling with anger. 

> “ I’m not young,” she said. “ I’m all the ages. 
I’ve got no illusions.” 

Marian tried amusedly but warningly to catch 
Howard’s eye. To her surprise he was looking 
uncomfortable. So she had to deal with the dif¬ 
ficulty herself. 

“ Robert feels old because he’s cleaned up the 
bicycle,” she explained. “And I feel as old as the 
hills out of sympathy with him.” 

lhat brought calm, and a quick curiosity from 
Cherry. 



AFTERNOON SUNSHINE 


49 


‘‘How old are you?” Cherry demanded in her 
abrupt way. It was clear that she had never 
wondered about it, and never known. She was 
even imperiously rude in her inquiry. 

“ I’m thirty-eightconfessed Marian. 

The relief that shone in that darkened face was 
unmistakable. It was as though Cherry, her jealousy 
aroused and appeased within the instant, had ejacu¬ 
lated in satisfaction, “ Oh, then you’re quite old ! ” 
Marian grimaced to herself, feeling snubbed. Her 
feeling towards Cherry at that moment was not at 
all cordial. She thought: “Nasty little wretch!” 
But she was rather rueful. After all, she was thirty- 
eight ! 

II 

The lunch proceeded in very much the same strain. 
It was clear that Robert was as a thorn in Cherry’s 
soft flesh, and that Cherry was the subject of sub¬ 
terranean musings on Robert’s part. If they loved 
each other, as Marian could not doubt, the love was 
very much that loyal hostility of brother and sister. 
They were half the time in a state of contemptuous 
animosity towards each other, and the animosity 
showed no development, but only an incessant sensi¬ 
tiveness. 

If Howard had been her husband in mind, as well 
as in fact (they had gradually ceased to exchange 
intimate perceptions in the course of the last ten 
years), Marian would have discussed this relation 
with him; but it never occurred to her nowadays to 
do such a thing. She knew she must store her 
impressions in secret, for a re-examination that had 
all the features of miserliness without any of the 
impulses of that instinct. More than anything else, 
she needed this sympathy of perception. It was 
lacking, and so her married life was a stupidity. 
She watched the two children without reflecting 

4 
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that all her understandings must be secret and in¬ 
communicable. 

A long streak of sunshine burst into the room, 
carrying its horrid revelations of the atmosphere 
they were breathing. Round and round whirled 
the motes, with that hideous air of mechanical 
purpose that makes them a source of constraint and 
madness to the sensitive mind. On and on they 
roamed the air, soulless and unspeakable. Marian 
fell into a sort of dream, watching them. Her eyes 
became set, her lips closed. When she came once 
more abruptly to herself it was with the sense that 
she was under observation. With merciless, hostile 
expression Cherry was steadily regarding her. It 
gave Marian a shock to be aware of such a ruthless 
examination. She looked back, half-angrily; and 
Cherry’s gaze dropped, not abashed, but in con¬ 
cealment of her thoughts. Nevertheless, her thoughts 
had been plain. They had been those of curiosity, 
not of love. 

Ill 

Lunch had not long been finished, and they had 
all just strolled rather limply into the garden, when 
there was a far distant humming, recognisably that 
of a motor-car. All looked to the distance, where 
a tiny cloud of dust showed upon the road, rising 
thick behind the vehicle that was not yet visible to 
them. Cars in that district, and in this direction, 
were so rare as to be of very great interest to all— 
even to visitors, accustomed as they must be to the 
endless processions of London streets. They grouped 
upon the lawn, shading their eyes, much as they 
might have done at the intermittent roaring of an 
aeroplane. They still could not see the car; but 
the dust-cloud grew larger, billowing up above the 
hedges. 

“ I see it! ” cried Robert. He had caught the 
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glint of one of the brass head-lamps in the sun. 

- ,f sma11 one! It>s coming at a good pace, 

isn t it! 

Howard turned to Marian with a look of inquiry. 

“ ^ ou < ^ dn t expect anybody, did you ? ” he asked. 

No. Probably it isn’t coming here at all.” 

So it appeared. The car was lost to sight. What 
was so curious was that when Howard asked her that 
question Marian had felt her heart beating a little 
faster. How strange the feeling had been! And 
what in the world could have produced that more 
rapid action of her heart ? Marian was puzzled to 
account for it. She moved restlessly towards Robert 
who had thrown himself upon the grass. 

IV 

When she turned again it was to see Cherry and 
Howard disappearing in the opposite direction. She 
looked after them for a moment, because it gave her 
such pleasure to see that slim figure. It was clear to 
her that Cherry did not wear corsets : the movement 
was too much that of a healthy, unconfined body to 
permit any doubt. That was an impression she had 
not consciously had before. Instinctively her hands 
stole to her own waist. She murmured to herself 
“ Thirty-eight ... as old as that! ” and her cheeks 
were warm. A small, clinging feeling of annoyance 
came. She was vaguely irritated with herself for 
some unaccustomed vanity; but she was quite de¬ 
finitely irritated with Cherry for a pettiness that she 
despised. In vain did Marian say “She’s very young”: 
even very young girls were not so tough in their 
cruelty as was Cherry. A faint unhappy sigh came 
to Marian’s lips. She nodded slightly. It was as 
though she were saying “ Poor Alice Mant! ” And 
yet Alice perhaps -was to blame ; for a well-brought- 
up girl woyfcf not h^v^xarried into the world this 
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vulgar habit of obvious judgment. Back went 
Marian’s mind to a truer vision of Cherry. It all 
arose from that confessed sense of inferiority. Cherry 
was all the time trying to create an ideal superiority 
out of nervous reaction from a too candid sense of her 
own shortcomings. She was always trying to re¬ 
assure herself by noticing the failings of others. 

Musing thus, Marian looked round again, to find 
that she was completely alone. Robert was far away, 
tormenting his newly-renovated bicycle and pedalling 
along the road upon which they had seen the motor¬ 
car. She was solitary in that part of the garden. It 
was then that she resolved to go into the arbour, to 
read for an hour before tea; and so she found a new 
novel and came out again to the arbour, in which she 
sat, drowsily reading the book while bees hummed 
near by and a lark swam high above warbling his 
rapture in the cloudless sky. Far far away that hush¬ 
ing sound of light breezes among the leaves, as 
soothing as the noise of lapping waves. Marian was 
not asleep, but she was dreaming. Her book fell 
gently to her lap, and her eyes softened as she looked 
out into the radiant garden. The sounds receded 
and came again, soft and still. Everything was 
happy. Marian was happy. It was an unblemished 
moment in her life. 


V 

She had been there for perhaps an hour when she 
was impelled to walk a little in the garden, under the 
shady rose-arches; and she went out into the sun 
once more, still in her quiet dream. Unconsciously 
she was smiling, her cheeks faintly coloured by the 
afternoon’s warmth and the happiness which she had 
been feeling. Without consciously directing her steps, 
she moved first this way and then that among the 
flowers and the bushes, so heavily scented as a result 
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of their response to the sun's heat. She came thus to 
the edge of the little wood that bordered the garden ; 
but she came to it, not direct, as from the house ; but 
obliquely, because her path had been so unconsidered 
that she had strayed far over the garden. It was for 
this reason that she came unobserved upon Cherry 
and Howard, who stood together in the shade. They 
were closely embraced, and Cherry’s head, thrown 
back, revealed the beautiful line of her throat. Her 
eyes were closed. She was lost in some dream of 
happiness, closely pressed against Howard, ardently 
loving. Howard’s face was bent to Cherry’s; his 
eyes vehemently searching out the childish loveliness 
of the piquant lips and chin and brow. That both 
were in love Marian could have no doubt. She was 
seized with a chill horror. 



CHAPTER VII 


A VISITOR 


I 

I MPULSIVELY, she turned away, moving swiftly 

and in silence across the grass, as far as possible 

trying to remain hidden from the entranced pair 

in the wood. She was not thinking: she was a prey 

only to her secret knowledge. For that moment 

there was no motive in her mind but the effort to 

escape notice. But as she walked a flood of little 

driving emotions racked her. She had seen two 

lovers ; but not lovers in whose happiness she could 

rejoice. These were lovers whose future could be 

nothing but unhappy. There was anger in her heart— 

anger with Howard, anger with Cherry. She had no 

wound, but an indignation with their concealment, the 

unfitness of the relation, even—ridiculously—with a 

kind of panting protest against such indiscretion as they 

had shown. It was monstrous that Cherry should have 

ecn biought to the house! How she seemed now to 

understand the girls hard scrutiny of herself, and how 

clearly explained was that reserve which she had 

nouced and forgiven ! Angry and trembling, Marian 

stood still when she was out of sight of the wood. If 

she hated duplicity she hated both Howard and 

Cherry. She could not restrain her ugly indignation. 

or long, she remained in this agitated state, torn 

and breathing fast. The quick reaction came in an 

attempt to steady her own nerves, to face the situation 
with self-control. 
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“ I must be very cool, very quiet,” she said to her¬ 
self. “ I must think of the best thing to do. I must 
be slow. And not too priggish ...” With extra¬ 
ordinary swiftness her mind was at work upon 
Cherry’s mind, like a crochet needle gathering threads 
together and giving them due form. She imagined 
Cherry, her fancy straying among inclinations to love, 
finding Howard curiously attractive, vigorous, even 
alluring in his masculinity. She thought of darkness 
and a laughing kiss, of a gradual reliance upon her 
power to please Howard, wantonly inquisitive about 
her power to attract a man, seeking for a satisfaction 
different in kind from the casual conquest of trem¬ 
bling boys. So girls loved older men—not with love, 
but with a secret excitement at an increased sense of 
danger. So, perhaps, Cherry, venturing farther, and 
carried farther yet by Howard’s experienced handling 
of young hearts, had come at length to this rapturous 
yielding to her love of love. Was it that ? Or was the 
girl a wanton, playing with fire, playing with hearts, and 
drunk with her own vanity? How difficult to judge! 

Marian was not cool. Her thoughts fired other 
thoughts, and the train went flying into vivid specula¬ 
tions far beyond the reach of her ability to phrase and 
recognise. She was in that nervous state in which 
women glimpse chaos, their intuitions so swift and in 
such conflict that the outcome is a burning mist 
through which hideous blacknesses rush and blot out 
the light. She was lost to all sense of space and time, 
momentarily a madwoman, clairvoyant in lucidity; 
but incapable of comprehending the drift of her own 
preceptions. 

II 

There came to her no impulse to return to the 
wood. She too clearly saw the two lovers standing 
there in the shade. She could not, by so much as 
a call, have brought them to her side. Breathing 
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quickly, she went back to the lawn near the house, 
where, in the shade, stood a tea-table. Even as she 
approached, Blanche came again from the house, 
carrying a tray. Marian did not realise where she 
was or what preparations were in progress; but when, 
an instant later, the bell was rung to summon the 
wanderers to tea, she started, her one thought being 
that the lovers would hear the bell, and be forced to 
return. 

Robert came strolling over the lawn, from the 
house. He had evidently washed after his hasty 
bicycle ride, for he was rosy and vigorous. To her 
eyes he seemed taller and more manly. If she looked 
at him for a moment with some uncontrollable 
suspicion, lest he too should be in process of deceiving 
her, the glance was reassuring; for whatever sins that 
aged air of guileless innocence concealed they were 
not yet those of deliberate love-making. He seemed 
to her still, as he had always seemed, a clean boy, and 
a good one, who would make an honest man. He 
approached rather languidly, but did not disguise his 
muscular strength. 

“ Thanks, auntie,” he said. “ Jolly good thing—tea. 
In its place. In the garden, I mean, on a day like 
this.” He sat down, sprawling a little. Then he 
started upright, his ears pricked. “ What’s that ? ” 
he said. “ Car again ? ” 

So it appeared. They could not see anything; but 
the sound grew louder. The humming was more 
pronounced. 

“ It sounds ...” Marian stopped in wonderment. 

“ Stopped ! ” cried Robert. “ Somebody coming 
here.” 

He stood up, looking expectantly towards the 
house ; and just then Blanche appeared at the door, 
conducting a visitor—a young man. Marian’s breath 
was suddenly lost, it seemed, in astonishment, so un¬ 
expected was the appearance of this newcomer. She 
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had no power to accept him naturally. It was Nigel 
Sinclair who was coming across the lawn towards 
her. 

Ill 

The young man presented, in his suit of flannels, a 
very different figure from the one which she now knew 
to have been in her imagination since the evening of the 
Sinclairs’ visit. He was not merely the thoughtfully 
ingenuous critic of a life outside his own experience, 
or a pianist of unusual skill. He was, as Marian saw, 
a strong and virile creature, with physical beauty quite 
other than the decorative. As he walked he carried 
himself with a poise that showed him to be well made, 
muscular, and in good condition. In evening dress 
he had been graceful and charming: he now appeared 
as an athlete. The dark face and darker eyes which 
had seemed fit for thought and for vision were dis¬ 
concertingly those of a young man alert to participate 
in the vigours of sport. Something disappointed her 
even while she admired him in this new role. It was 
somehow unwelcome to Marian that he should be 
so strong, and in this so outside the range of her 
sympathy. She greeted him with a generous pleasure, 
and presented Robert. While she was thus engaged 
she was aware that Howard was near, coming straight 
from the direction of the wood. Her glance flew to 
Howard’s side; but Cherry was not there. How her 
heart was beating ! She made the two men known 
to each other, watching both faces to gain a sense of 
their mutual impressions. Both, however, were un¬ 
readable. They shook hands, and looked with 
interest, but gave no sign of special curiosity. Why 
should they have done so? And yet to Marian, 
tortured as she was, it appeared that things could not 
be so casual. Surely Nigel must be able to read 
further ? Urgently she sought Howard’s expression 
again. It told her nothing. Howard stood there 
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simply as the tall broad-shouldered man-of-the-world, 
polite and cordial to a stranger. Had she not seen 
him with Cherry she would have suspected nothing. 
He was the Howard of every day: nothing more. 

Her next impulse was to say, startlingly, “ Where 
is Cherry?” She could not do it. Her heart seemed 
to be like water, and her mouth dry. Some feeling 
made her cramped and silent. Constraint seized 
Marian. But she was in a moment once again cool. 
Her lids dropped once for a long instant. And then 
Cherry came from behind her, and with a gravity 
altogether unexpected made Nigel’s acquaintance. 
To that swift, feeling glance to which she also was 
subjected, Cherry gave no responsive sign. Clear and 
candid, without constraint or boldness, she carried 
herself with a modest air that held no flaw of 
insincerity. 

Marian drew a long breath. What duplicity lay 
here! What extraordinary and hateful self-posses¬ 
sion ! It was hideous ! It was unbelievable ! She 
felt chilled and unhappy—not jealous or angry ; but 
a prey to nervous distaste. Steel came into Her 
glance; the bitter chill of remorseless contempt for 
dissimulation. It was only as Cherry seated herself 
that Marian caught suddenly, above the low-cut 
blouse, a fluttering of the breast that showed a heart 
throbbing fast under that tranquil demeanour. And 
Cherry’s eyes were wet. What an enigma ! A sharp 
sadness came to Marian. Uncontrollably moved, she 
sighed deeply. 



CHAPTER VIII 


TENNIS 

I 

T HE pleasant clink of teaspoons, and the 
accomplished cutting of cake by Robert, took 
them all, it seemed, into a mood of superficial 
content with the afternoon. The sun was so hot, and 
the shade in which the^ sat so delightful, that all 
grew languid. They reclined at ease. Only the 
hearts of all sang and beat with hidden emotions. 
Marian could not think: she could only play hostess 
with half her usual enjoyment, mechanically aware 
of etapty cups and plates, and obediently attentive to 
their replenishment. It was like a dream. She felt 
how unreal was this peace, and yet she was enthralled 
by it and made to feel that upon such a day secret 
things must be concealed, thrust deep in ordinary 
demeanour and pulsing with graver measure than the 
unseen excitements of the hour demanded. They 
questioned Nigel as to his journeyings, his going and 
his return, and the doings of the Sinclairs, and the 
chance that had brought him there this afternoon. 
He, as if sharing their mood, responded with drowsy 
sense of the place and the hour. 

“ They're both very well,” he said ; “ and they would 
have come with me if there hadn’t been some odd 
people over from Aldeburgh. They want to come 
to-morrow afternoon, if they may. If you’ll be 
at home.” 
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“ Of course ! M cried Marian, quickly. “ And perhaps 
you’ll play tennis then ? ” 

“ As a matter of fact,”—he perceptibly brightened— 
“ I brought my racket this afternoon.” 

“ Splendid ! ” exclaimed Cherry, unconscious of 
Marian’s slight frown at her sudden irruption and 
interference with the reply which should have come 
from one of the Forsters. 

“ We’ll have a sett after tea,” suggested Howard. 

“You and I will play Howard and Miss Mant . . .” 

How did Cherry like that? wondered Marian, even 
as she spoke. There was even a faint tinge of malice 
in her thought. All of them were cheered at the 
notion. The men lighted cigarettes at once, to show 
that they had finished. It seemed that the arrange¬ 
ment was what they all desired. Marian, stealthily 
taking in the scene, was conscious of a fresh delight 
at the prospect. 

“I’ll get my racket at once!” Nigel rose. All 
three males rose, and Howard went to the house with 
Nigel. Robert disappeared. Marian and Cherry 
were left alone. The girl, hesitating for a moment, 
left her chair and stood irresolute. 

“ Howard will bring our shoes and rackets,” Marian 
reassured her. “ Have some more tea ! ” 

Cherry made no reply beyond a smile and a shaken 
head. Marian lay back in her chair and looked at 
the slim figure. She was no longer angry. She 
was perfectly cool, perfectly critical and composed. 
Again there surged in her breast that unspeakable 
envy of youth. There was so much in Cherry’s 
health and naYvet^ that attracted her and made an 
unfavourable sense of her own maturity rise chokingly. 
And yet, with all Cherry’s youth, there was the dis¬ 
advantage that goes with youth. Cherry appeared so 
much without sense of direction, as though she lived 
—like a kitten—from moment to moment, chasing 
the will-o’-the-wisp of impulse, that the dangers 
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before her were exaggerated. If she had been older, 
the scene in the wood, so expressive of her power for 
momentary ardour, would have assumed a different 
meaning. Even now, her superficial ease lent that 
scene a more sinister appearance. But Marian was 
too experienced to expect moral standards from 
young women. It was fear of consequences and of 
interpretation that kept women to ordinary paths; 
and to that kind of fear Marian thought Cherry 
might be a stranger, purely in virtue of her youthful 
disregard of the future. Again Marian sighed, not at 
a problem, but at Cherry’s helplessness in face of her 
urgent desires. 

II 

It was not long before the men were back, walking 
together in silence, and obviously unsympathetic 
(though not hostile) in temperament. They carried 
rackets and a box containing tennis-balls. Howard 
had changed into costume suitable for tennis, and 
had brought shoes for Cherry and Marian. They 
were all equipped for the game, and they proceeded 
to the lawn, upon which two nets were erected. The 
men tightened one of the nets and practised for a 
moment while they were waiting for the others; and 
it was with amusement that Marian saw Cherry take 
one or two dancing steps as she went forward, 
bending her lithe body in inexpressible grace. She 
ran lightly to the farther court, taking her place 
abreast of Howard, while Marian followed more 
slowly. Already there was another change in Cherry. 
She was alert. Her face was a little flushed; her 
eyes sparkled, and her toes seemed to twinkle upon 
the grass. She had all the spring and the excitement 
of childhood, eager and mischievous at the prospect 
of a fresh game. Also, it was clear from the carriage 
of her shoulders, she was confident of her skill, and 
not unwilling that it should be admired by Nigel. 
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Indeed, without appearing to wish to attract him, 
Cherry was affected by the presence of the young 
man. She did not look at him ; but Marian knew 
that she was subtly aware of him all the time. It 
was quite ingenuous, and delightful; it held no 
significance at all. But it was apparent, and Marian’s 
mind embraced it as a knowledge. 

The men span a penny for choice of courts. The 
game began. The white tennis-balls were gathered ; 
the yellow rims of the rackets flashed in the sun ; 
swift serves were made. Dull sounds of running feet 
upon perfect turf; the whing of the racket as the 
ball was struck went sharply through the air. Little 
cries, the calling of scores, the quick thud of the balls 
upon the ground, gave stimulus to their enthusiasm. 
Battle was joined. 

Ill 

Exultant at the exercise, Marian felt a new energy 
within her. She was conscious of skill and elasticity 
and strength. She was proud of her partner’s 
brilliance, and her own ability to support it. As 
if magically, they understood each other and played 
together in extraordinary harmony. The game was 
hard-fought. Cherry, at the other side of the net, 
was like a fury. She ran, she stood, she served 
and volleyed, with unflagging pertinacity. To an 
onlooker her grace of movement would each moment 
have given fresh cause for tense enjoyment. What¬ 
ever fault there was in the other court was not due to 
any failure of vivacity upon Cherry’s part. She was 
tireless. Lovely and radiant, she had verve and 
precision. Her confidence had not been without 
justification. The first game, and the second, carried 
them all to a high pitch of thrilling conflict. Breath- 
ing faster, they were all alike remorseless in their 
vehement lack of consideration for the possible 
weakness of others. That is, they played with all 
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their hearts. Only afterwards did Howard’s years 
tell. His pace grew slower; his volleying less 
certain ; his returns occasionally erratic and mis¬ 
timed. Gradually he was worn down. His build 
was against him, and his breath grew shorter. He 
ran less, and once or twice let a ball go that in 
the first game he would have returned with ease. 
Marian’s mouth set more firmly. They had lost the 
first game, and won the second after a tremendous 
struggle. Thenceforward she and Nigel had the 
advantage throughout. In vain did Cherry try to 
cover her partner’s failures. Steadily her radiance 
decreased, her small frown grew, her at first im¬ 
perceptible ejaculations of impatience less guarded. 
She ran and struck with almost vicious energy. She 
did not lose well. She was bent upon winning, and 
the losses were a humiliation. Her play grew at times 
unscrupulous, so that Nigel’s brows went up at one 
time. She looked once with a shrug to a missed 
chance, and gave her shoulder to Howard in evident 
displeasure. 

From where she stood Marian could not hear any 
speech between the partners; but she could read 
Howard’s attitude and the silent response of dis¬ 
content that Cherry made. As her own mouth set 
more firmly, so her determination for victory was 
intensified. It was not victory for victory’s sake: it 
was quite definitely a cold resolve that Cherry should 
be beaten and discomfited. Chance had given the 
girl into her hands that afternoon; and she would not 
stint the measure of her success. She herself did not 
tire. She was hot; but she kept her head and played 
up to Nigel as she could never in other circumstances 
have done. That game was to her symbolic of 
the struggle that was between them. Cherry had 
challenged her with all the arrogance of youth: well, 
Cherry should understand now, once, that Marian was 
not contemptible. It was her first victory over the 
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spoiled child. Let Cherry understand, from this, that 
Marian was not to be despised with impunity. It 
was as though she had set her teeth. 

The game continued. It swayed; but it went 
steadily in favour of Marian and Nigel. They did 
not exchange glances; they spared nothing from 
their common will to victory. It was not without 
significance that Nigel was as ruthless to Cherry as 
he was to Howard. He too was out to win. He was 
courteous, and unruffled: but Marian could not have 
had a better partner; for he too was resolute. 
Neither gave respite or quarter. The end was not 
in doubt. 

“Game . . . And sett 1 ” cried Nigel. Instantly 
his muscles relaxed. He gathered the balls. The 
others had to pass him as they returned to the 
hammock-chairs upon the fringe of the lawn; and 
Marian was within earshot. She saw Cherry stop 
in passing, and heard her small grudging speech 
to him, dictated by she knew not what miserly 
defiance of his skill. 

“You play quite well,” Cherry said, from between 
her teeth. 

A moment later they were all at the chairs ; and 
as Marian was sitting in the third Cherry went 
deliberately to the one which stood alone upon 
Marian’s farther side. She sank into it without 
speech, her face dark and her mouth slightly open, 
not as though she were petulant, but as though her 
chagrin were undisguisable. Marian, if the men had 
not been there, would have touched her hand—even 
though it should be resentfully withdrawn ;—but she 
could do nothing but coolly regard her triumph. 

** Thank you, Mrs. Forster,” said Nigel, as he took 
the chair beside her. “ You were splendid. Splendid. 
It was a fine game.” 

Howard stood breathing hard and looking from 
one to the other. 
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“You two played like giants” he said, with an 
uneasy glance beyond Marian. “ And Cherry was a 
Trojan. Fm afraid I’m not up to your form. I 

think-” Again that uneasy, almost beseeching, 

glance—“ I think I owe my partner an apology. 
Sorry, Cherry ...” 4 

Cherry made no reply. She was looking fixedly 
into the distance. 

“ Ah! ” thought Marian, perfectly aware of the 
situation. “ She can punish! Yes . . . yes . . . 
She can punish inexorably! What a girl ! She’s 
merciless ! She’s cruel! What a girl ! ” 



CHAPTER IX 


THE EVENING 

I 

T HEY begged Nigel to stay to dinner; but he 
could not do so. He had promised, he said, to 
be home again in time for the meal. Accord¬ 
ingly they assembled in a group—Robert mysteriously 
re-appearing so as to have full opportunity for the 
examination of Nigel’s small car. The good-byes 
were said, a sudden whirring startled the echoes, and 
a moment later they were listening to the car’s 
receding hum. Only then did Marian awake, to find 
Robert strolling away, and Cherry close to her 
elbow, and Howard directing a pathetic appeal to 
the figure at her side. Inexorably Cherry gazed into 
the distance, moving when Marian moved, faun-like 
in her timid eagerness not to be alone with Howard. 
She was both stern and timid, like a stubborn child 
already half-conscious of naughtiness but neverthe¬ 
less constant in cruel resolution. 

Marian was torn between impatience and relief. 
Impatience because such behaviour was inhuman; 
relieved because for the moment it removed her fears 
to a distance. She was worried and amused, sharply 
wondering if Cherry had suddenly awakened to a 
sense of reality or if this was but the instinctive 
coquetry of a shallow nature. More she could not 
read. But her very doubt of Cherry softened her 

anger with Howard, whose case she saw to be that 
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of the elderly lover who never can be sure of his 
triumph, or of its endurance if won. He was bereft 
of the confidence which easy victory too insubstantially 
creates and which has no stability. He could hardly 
at this moment disguise his feeling for Cherry. He 
was no longer sure of himself. To Marian’s eye he 
was grotesquely middle-aged and humble—not the 
girl’s master, but now her malleable toy. It was 
ridiculous! Cherry’s power over him was beyond 
disguise. It was not now Howard who enticed the 
devotion of an immature girl; but Cherry who 
dominated the uneasy male, shamed before her by 
his own failure in a manly sport. If he had never 
played tennis at all, he would have retained her 
belief—because a girl so easily accounts in a lover 
for a lack of any achievement never attempted. As 
it was, Howard had failed, and Cherry's vanity in him 
had been wounded. Not only that; for Cherry her¬ 
self had been humiliated by defeat, and her nature 
was clearly one which could not endure defeat. But 
even while she thought thus intricately, Marian realised 
that she was accounting for a situation of which she 
was not yet sure. The odd, cruel determination that 
Cherry was showing was another critical sign. It 
was a sign of stubbornness that might be merely 
vicious or the naive disappointment of a child whose 
idol has been damaged. 

“ Mooning off with some fellow. She does 
that ...” 

The words recurred to her. Was Cherry as 
experienced as all that? 

Some ghost of ancient love for Howard may have 
whispered. Marian had a quick pity for him. 

II 

The estrangement continued through dinner. 
Cherry came down late, having evidently delayed so 
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as to make sure that there would be at least a third 
person present on her arrival. She did not look at 
Howard during the meal. She was disconcertingly 
not sullen, but very composed, like a woman of 
maturity ; and, for Cherry, she talked a good deal 
during the meal. Had her talk been of a taunting or 
a wounding kind Marian would have grasped the 
situation ; but it was not. It was quiet and assured. 
Marian knew instinctively that Cherry would not 
suffer Howard to touch her that evening. Calmly 
she would keep him at a distance. She was immov¬ 
able. Her “ no ” would be final—not the “ no ” of 
delay and hesitation, but the singular and imperious 
refusal of a woman without mercy. 

“It’s extraordinary!” thought Marian. She her¬ 
self knew that power. She had herself exercised it. 
She knew that Howard, like any other amorist, was 
cowed by it. She knew that it came from deep 
within the heart—this definite denial of contact or 
communion. So she had felt in breaking marital rela¬ 
tions with Howard. In another woman she saw its 
inhumanity; but she knew it to be as intractable as 
the sudden stoppage of a horse upon a hill. “ I will 
not.” Not will spoke, but instinct, which is a thing 
unconscious in its workings and more powerful than 
any resolve. 

“ When you go to London,” Cherry said, address¬ 
ing herself exclusively to Marian, “ what do you do? 
Do you dance, or go to theatres, or play bridge . . . 

or what ? ” 

_ \ 

“We go to theatres,” Marian explained; “and we 
go to see our friends. Sometimes I go to a dance ; 
but it seems to me that these newer American 
dances, and even the American style of waltzing, 
although they’re very good exercise for the muscles, 
no doubt, are not very pretty . . .” 

“Oh, they’re beautiful,” said Cherry. “At least 
. . . not beautiful . . . They’re very interesting to 
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dance—if you get the right man to dance with. 
Some men don’t seem to be able to dance for nuts. 
It’s waste of time trying to teach them. Are you 
fond of dancing? ” 

“ The old dances—‘yes.” Marian was smiling at 
her arrogance. It was so unconcealed. Cherry was 
so sure of her superiority in the art; and she could 
not hide her contempt. 

“ I’m devoted to it. You see, I’m a very good 
dancer. You don’t like doing a thing unless you can 
do it well, do you!” A new, almost humble, note 
had come into Cherry’s voice. 

“ No. Of course not.” 

“ Most people don’t let themselves go enough. 
You ought to be perfectly limp, and yet like steel. 
It’s the only way to dance, but people are so silly. 
They don’t know . . .” 

Cherry’s speech suddenly lost confidence. To 
Marian it seemed that the girl’s quick mind had 
become aware of the obtuseness of her first assertions. 
Possibly she was afraid of Marian. So young, and 
so sensitive, she was at the mercy of ridicule, and she 
may have imagined in Marian's attentiveness a kind 
of hateful gibe that froze her thoughts. If there was 
no uncertainty in her handling of Howard—after all, 
he might be familiar material—there was a different 
atmosphere in her relations with Marian. Marian 
was unplumbed. Cherry had not the clue. With 
men it must be almost always the same key—a 
single desire, to be played with; but not extravagantly 
variable. A woman must know more. So it 
appeared that Cherry was afraid. Her natural 
arrogance could not deny to Marian both grace and 
beauty. However sure Cherry might be of superior¬ 
ity, she could hardly feel reassured in face of Marian’s 
self-control. The whole thing was a comedy, in 
which Marian did not exult, but in which she 
certainly found amusement. 
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III 

All this time Robert had listened impatiently. He 
had touched his knives and forks; had re-arranged 
the napkin upon his knee; had looked from one to 
the other. 

“ What about the tennis?” he demanded. “Any 
good? Was that chap any good? He looked all 
right; but you can’t tell.” 

Cherry frowned at Robert. Her manner was 
resentful. 

“ He plays better than you’ll ever be able to play,” 
she observed. “ I don’t know that I’m very keen on 
tennis. It’s a . . .” 

“You seemed rather keen,” put in Marian, 
laughingly. “ I’m beginning to feel tired now. You 
gave us a hard game, you know. I’m very fond 
of it.” 

“You play well,” Cherry said, judicially. “That’s 
what I meant. I’d like to do everything well,” she 
added, impulsively. “ It makes all the difference. If 
you do a thing badly it’s . . . it’s not very pleasant, 
is it ! ” 

“ It isn’t!” said Howard, with marked significance. 
She did not heed him, but continued : 

“ I’d like to ride and drive well. I can drive; but 
I can’t ride. I can drive a car. I wonder if Mr. 

Sinclair would let me drive his. I could soon 
learn it.” 

“Yes, and smash it up, too,” interpolated Robert. 
“ I could drive that car. I’ve driven a car like that. 
One of our chaps—Wentworth—his father’s a doctor, 
and he’s got one of the same kind. A bit bigger, of 
course, not a two-seater . . 

The talk went away before Robert’s technical dis¬ 
quisition. Howard sat through it, gloomy and 
distrait, showing by the puzzled frown upon his 
whole face that he was half-inclined to sulk. He had 
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tried to recover his position, and had failed. What 
a difference from the situation of only four hours 
earlier ! With quickly closed eyes Marian visualised 
that scene in the wood. The recollection was so 
clear that it made her sigh. And she sighed again 
at the knowledge of Cherry’s present self-possession. 
A faint aversion stole through her consciousness. In 
that instant she was aware of dislike for this girl, that 
passed as soon as it was recognised. It passed 
because, however cruel Cherry might be, and however 
selfish and experimental, she was obviously clean, 
and not the sentimentalist who would have aroused 
distaste. It was her cleanness and her health, rather 
than her prettiness, that kept Cherry still pure in 

Marian’s eyes. 

IV 


After dinner Marian saw Howard go to Cherry’s 
side • but he could say nothing, because the girl 
turned instantly to Marian. The eyes of the two 
met for a second, and it seemed as though there was 
the smallest possible appeal to be read in Cherry s 
glance. Marian answered it at once.. After all, 
might that not be the solution of this affair? During 
the evening they were never apart. When they went 
out together in the garden their arms were linked, 

and Howard remained indoors. 

They walked slowly about the garden. Once, 
when their steps had turned without purpose in the 
direction of the little wood, Marian was conscious of 
a drag upon her arm, and an obvious unwillingness 
on the part of Cherry to go that way. Was it 
because the place was sacred ? Or because a feeling 
of repulsion had arisen in the girl's heart ? Was their 
silence to be one of concealment? Or vvas there to 
be a small confession? Marian did not know which 
to hope for. In one way a subdued voice, and a 
hesitating but not indiscreet avowal, would have been 
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a relief; but perhaps Marian did not want that ? 
She was not sure. Perhaps the mere thought of the 
possibility was conventional . . . Ought she her¬ 
self to say anything? How difficult it was, with an 
unknown character such as Cherry’s ! 

The darkness closed upon them, warm and 
fragrant. The night was there, and the faint sounds 
of the trees were all they heard. There was no 
emotion between them, no love, no hate,—only a 
suspense. Neither was in the least aware of the 
other’s thoughts. Both were mysteries—Marian a 
mystery to Cherry; Cherry a mystery to both 
Marian and herself. Marian felt that a hundred 
years of life had made her old. How old—how 
really old—was Cherry? Had she any age at all? 
Was she a child, a woman, an impulse, a wanton ? 
It was insoluble. 

V 

Startlingly, as though they had been groping 
through the same impenetrable forests, Cherry put 
a personal conviction into words. 

“ Isn’t it funny how Vomen have to work in the 
dark,” she^ said. “ They have to guess such a lot. 
I hey can’t know ... It all goes on in their 
thoughts.” 

“Yes,” Marian answered, in a moment. “Some¬ 
times they do more than guess.” 

“ How d you mean ? ” The muffled voice gave no 
hint that Cherry was applying the words to herself ; 

but Marian could be sure of nothing in this dim 
light. 

“ Sometimes they see things . . . notice them. 
Then all their thoughts hurry to the place and supply 

interpretations. Sometimes they’re wrong inter¬ 
pretations.” 

“ Very often, I should think,” said Cherry, quickly. 

“ It depends on the woman.” 



THE EVENING 


7 3 


“ I suppose it does. I think women are horrible 
. . . sometimes.” 

“ So do I,” observed Marian, drily. She presently 
added: “All human beings, of course: both men 
and women. But I think perhaps women get 
morbid. They don’t trust, and they conceal, and get 
insincere. It’s so easy to get pushed off a clear path 
and into the undergrowth. And then they lose their 
nerve.” 

“ Yes. It’s beastly to lose your nerve. Do they, 
with men ? Or only with other women ? ” 

“ I don’t know.” There was quite a long silence. 
Just as when one looks fixedly into the darkness the 
degree of opacity seems by some optical fact or 
illusion to vary, so it seemed to Marian that her sight 
of Cherry’s heart cleared or was obscured each 
instant. When Cherry spoke again her voice was 
beautifully warm and intimate. 

“ I don’t trust people enough,” she said. “ There 

are all sorts of reasons.” 

“ It’s very hard,” Marian agreed. “ I try to trust 
them, because—well, everybody knows that it’s only 
by loving people that one learns to understand them. 
It’s difficult to love anybody who doesn’t trust you. 
Of course, I don’t mean . . . By trust, I don’t mean 
that one wants them to be liquid. That’s horrible. 
Some women pour out all sorts of gush, and that’s a 
great obstacle to loving them. Still, I do think there 
might be more happiness in the world if one could be 
less suspicious of good faith. One is so beastly in 
making up one’s mind too soon. One interprets and 
misinterprets actions and little speeches ... I don’t 
think I do; but I can’t be sure.” 

“You know,” Cherry said. “You speak so much 
more easily than I can do I mean, without . . . 
It’s not exactly what I mean; but there’s a phrase 
‘giving yourself away.’ However much you say, 
there’s always something behind. There’s always 
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something — one knows — that you don’t say. I 
should like to be like that.” 

“ I should think you would be. You’re not as old 
as I am. With more experience-” 

“Oh, I’ve had lots of experience. Too much, of 
some kinds. I see things too clearly.” 

It was an abrupt speech, almost reckless in its 
impulse, with a very unyouthful harshness of tone 
that wounded the hearer by its rough self-contempt. 

“ I meant—assimilated experience,” Marian urged, 
controlling herself. 

“ I wonder,” mused Cherry. “ It’s a funny thing— 
I trust you ; and yet not in everything. I should be 
afraid of what you might think of me; but I know 
you wouldn’t misunderstand me.” ; * 

“ No. I don’t misunderstand people,” Marian said, 
gravely. 

“You haven’t done the things I’ve done; but you 
know more than I do.” 

“ I’m older.” 

“ It isn’t that! ” Cherry’s arm jerked impatiently. 
“ It’s your rrature.” 

There seemed to be no useful reply to be made at 
that instant ; but Marian, conning the speech, said a 
moment later: 

“ My dear, every heart knows its own seeking. 
I’ve suffered a good deal in my life, and that’s why I 
know a good many things. But you think you have 
impulses I don’t understand. Nothing I could say 
would convince you that I can understand, because 
we all think ourselves superior to our fellows in 
something or other.” 

Superior,” said Cherry. “ I suppose that’s it. 
I’m very thoughtless and selfish.” 

“ Yes.” Marian’s reply wounded her companion, as 
she instantly knew. She went on : “ Those are super¬ 
ficial things. Thoughtfulness of others is often only 
a kind of creeping indifference to them. It’s a form 
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of self-gratification. In doing things for others one 
sometimes increases one’s sense of superiority to them.” 

Cherry listened with all her eager, childish 
attention. 

“ If you love them,” she urged. “ I’m very affec¬ 
tionate. I like people very easily, and get tired of 
them very quickly. I’m restless and . . . rather 
beastly.” 

“ Well, if you’re honest . . Marian turned to¬ 
wards the house. “ If you’re honest that’s not neces¬ 
sarily a bad thing. I’m rather tired of the cultivated 
‘nice’ girl, who is so unselfish, and so thoughtful of 
others. If she’s sincere, she’s liable to be rather 
stupid; and if she’s insincere she’s worse than most 
other climbers. I believe in character. I’d rather 
have a man or a girl who is honest with himself or 
herself, even if he or she has many faults, than one 
who is always posing. A girl who worships the 
legend of her own goodness or attractiveness or 
straightness is very unpleasant to me. But I think 
you have very quick impulses, and very quick self¬ 
contempt, and that you have the capacity to suffer a 
good deal. If you can endure, then I think you’ll be 
a very noble woman.” 

There was another silence—the faintest little tug of 
Marian’s arm. Then a moved, rather hopeless voice 
said: 

“ You think I can’t endure ? ” 

“ I think you may. I hope you will.” 

“No. I shan’t. I’m not strong enough. I’m too 

selfish.” 

Marian pressed the young arm close to her side, 
emphatic in her turn. 

“ That’s to be seen. I think everything is possible 
to you. But only if you wish it.” 

“You don’t know about me!” It was almost 
passionate. “ I want so many things. I want them 
and want them . . . hard. Now.” 
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“ If you want a thing—I hate to be such a wise¬ 
acre; but I must tell you this ... If you want 
anything on earth, it’s worth waiting for. If you 
want it enough you get it,” asserted Marian, moved 
and reassuring. 

“ Not when you want it, though. No, no. And 
even then . . . it’s ... You don’t get it. And, be¬ 
sides, I can’t wait. I’m like sand, or water. I shall 
never get what I want. Not what I want most of all.” 

“ What is that ? ” Marian asked. 

“ I think it’s tranquillity. It’s what you seem to 
have. Perhaps you haven’t got it? You seem to 
have such composure.” Cherry’s voice was very low, 
as though she were a little confused, but pushed by 
her urgent need of sincerity in their present conversa¬ 
tion. Marian thought—it swept her mind like a dust 
storm: She was in Howard’s arms so short a time 
ago! But the thought did not stay. It passed as 
suddenly as it came, leaving her unblanched. “ Yes 
you have. I’d give anything to have that. D’you 
know that I’m twenty different people in five 
minutes? I’ve been many just while we’ve been 
talking. But you’ve never changed at all. All the 
time you’ve been the same. Always your face to 
me . . .” 

“ That isn’t true. I’ve changed as often as you. 
You can’t read my heart.” 

“ Thank God you can’t read mine! ” cried Cherry, 
gaspingly. Her arm trembled. It was half with¬ 
drawn. In a sober voice she went on, like a child 
confessing: “But you can read mine . . . sometimes. 
Sometimes you can read all I feel. I can tell that. 
I can’t hide from you.” To herself she was supple¬ 
mentary, reassuring her vanity. “Not always, 
though.” Her voice had changed again. It was 
quite hard. But the hardness was passing, a chill 
upon the eager heart, now too full to recover dis¬ 
cretion at will. Forced from her was the next 
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speech, almost of agony. “ Oh, if only my mother 
had been like you. If only she had ! ” 

She stood quite still, and her forehead for a 
moment rested upon Marian’s shoulder, and Marian’s 
other arm protectingly about her. There were no 
tears; but their moods were not then apart, for 
Marian’s sympathy was fully given and Cherry’s 
reliance upon it for this instant unquestioning. So 
they stood, until Cherry stood upright once more. 

“ I’ve been silly,” she said, in a low voice that held 
a sort of ashamed laugh. 

“No,” answered Marian, gravely. “Not silly.” 
They both smiled in the darkness, although Cherry’s 
head was turned away. Mechanically they both 
moved forward, and again stood looking out across 
the meadows. 

“Aren’t I funny!” whispered Cherry. “You’re 
not funny.” 

“At any rate, I’m not unfunny,” protested Marian. 

“Oh . . . You’re quite splendid. I know. 
Somehow I wish you weren’t so splendid, because 
then I shouldn’t feel ashamed before you.” 

There was no possible answer to this, except the 
smile Marian returned. That it was seen, and 
appreciated, she had no doubt, for Cherry’s eyes were 
sharp as a little bird’s. In silence they walked slowly 
back to the house. Cherry pressed so close and 
hugged her arm so tightly that Marian could feel 
through the girl’s thin bodice the warmth of her soft 
breast. There was no need for any further speech. 
What was to be said between them had been said, 
and more would have been useless. Cherry had 
spoken of nothing that could be supposed to refer to 
Howard; but she had opened her heart. And in 
Marian’s philosophy no good action and no good 
impulse—not even the impulse that produced an 
offer of love and trust and sympathy—could ever be 
lost. She was content. 
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SATURDAY 

I 

T HE two had been so long in the garden that 
Howard had gone to bed by the time they 
reached the house, and their own parting was 
immediate. For just an instant they were close 
together, and they kissed quickly. Cherry did not 
allow her eyes to be seen, but vanished up ihe stairs 
like a fairy. Robert followed. Marian was left alone 
to close the French window and to extinguish the 
light. Then she too went upstairs, and undressed in 
the darkness, hearing about her, as she had done 
during all their talk, the soft swishing of the wind 
among the leaves. The moon was very bright, high 
in the sky; but it did not shine farther into the room 
than Marian’s dressing-table. In the bow window 
there was a square whiteness, very brilliant and very 
cold, like truth unsentimentalised. 

For perhaps an hour Marian lay awake, thinking 
of the events of that day. She thought less now of 
these than of her own part in them. The fact that 
she had been made to feel more acutely than usual 
was apparent to her, and she was exhilarated by the 
knowledge. So it was not true that emotion or the 
power of emotion died. Emotion and the power to 
feel and to evoke it were ageless. She was almost 
excited, her thoughts thronging her mind like 
characters in a dream. She was full of vibrations 
and responses to all these impressions of the day. 
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Even at this moment she did not suppose that an 
episode had been finished by her talk with Cherry. 
It was clear that she was only at the beginning of 
something the character of which she had not dis¬ 
tinctly seen. She was thus moved, not only, or so 
much, by the events, but by expectation of the future. 
The days to come held more than the day that had 
passed. The morning, the talk about Cherry with 
Robert, the glimpse in the wood, the possible sequels 
and her vehement doubtings, the coming of Nigel. . . . 

Of course, it was Nigel who had changed the 
whole face of the day. How odd that she had not 
realised that! She smiled again, exultantly, at the 
tennis victory. If he had been a poor player all 
might have been different. They might have lost. 
The emotion could hardly have been aroused as it 
had been by the game that had been played. And yet 
perhaps the situation would not have been so wholly 
different; for in that case the battle between herself 
and Cherry would have been simply more apparent 
to both. Marian’s lips set. 

All the same, the thought of Nigel, when it came, 
gave Marian distinct pleasure. She was glad he 
played well. She was glad of many things about 
him. He engaged her interest. Her last conscious 
thought before she fell asleep was of him. 

How funny that he should have come over this 

afternoon ! How nice! 

She dreamed of Howard as he had been and as he 
was no longer. 

II 

The next day was Saturday. Early in the morn¬ 
ing Marian awoke to find the sun burning through a 
thin haze, preparing for a day hotter than any they 
had yet had. It was a beautiful morning, and the 
songs of the birds made a volume of sound that was 
almost oppressive. Far above she could hear the 
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lark; starlings and finches were piping; thrushes, 
that ran creepingly upon the lawn near the house, 
sang thrillingly. Little wagtails were darting about 
near the house with a movement closely akin to that 
of mice. It was a great cluster of music. She could 
not stay in bed, but bathed and dressed and was in 
the garden before seven o’clock. Even so early the 
dew was almost gone, and bees were already busy 
among the flowers. Everywhere else there seemed 
nothing but silence. Now she was out-of-doors the 
early-morning noises of the house were forgotten, 
and she could stroll gently through the garden sure of 
solitude and peace. The light wind was both sweet 
and searching. It was part of the day’s beauty. 

An hour passed. She looked back towards the 
house, and saw that Cherry, lured as she had been 
by the extreme radiance, was coming impetuously 
towards her. The girl’s face was flushed and lovely, 
her eyes clear, her lips parted. At the sight of her, 
Marian’s heart softened, and she moved forward for 
the greeting. Together they went back to look at 
some roses which, having been buds yesterday, were 
to-day in perfection—long slim flowers, not fully 
opened, but rich with scent and tenderly yielding 
their secrets to such reverent eyes. Standing alone, 
with lowered heads, Marian and Cherry were as 
charming as the flowers. Both so fair, both so grace¬ 
ful, they annihilated the years between them, and 
were strangely alike. If Cherry was more piquante, 
Marian was taller and her carriage better. They 
were unobserved, and in repose. In their hearts 
there was no smallest feeling of difference or com¬ 
parison. It was the morning’s work, this uncommon 
unity and happiness. They were seriously smiling 
with pleasure and interest in the disclosed beauty of 
the flowers they loved. In accord they moved presently 
away, no word being spoken, and turned towards the 
sun, walking slowly and at ease. 
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The larks mounted higher. Their songs became 
remote exultations amid the heavy blue atmosphere. 
Farther and farther away they climbed, invisible to 
the eye, all heart and song. For a moment these 
two stopped and looked up, shading their eyes with 
raised hands. It was a morning of entire fairness, 
unspoiled by cloud or dust. 

Ill 

Back in the house, they found Howard and Robert, 
standing at the door and surveying the scene with 
nonchalance. But while the nonchalance of Robert 
was true, Marian could see the disquiet of her 
husband at such apparent sympathy between herself 
and Cherry. He shot a hostile and suspicious glance 
at herself, the nick in his forehead betraying his 
puzzled annoyance. Suspicion lurked also in his 
longer glance at Cherry. But it was for Marian that 
his expression of hostility was reserved. How 
strange men were! Howard was jealous here, not of 
another man, but of Marian. Marian could have 
laughed in his face, so bovine was his look, and so 
easily read his perturbation. And as soon as she 
had had this inclination for laughter she felt again 
that pity for him which had come to her on the 
previous day. 

“What an immoral woman I must be!” she 
thought. “ To feel sorry for my husband because 
he’s in love with somebody else. I ought to be angry 
with him. I ought to despise him passionately. I 
ought to make a scene.” She sighed. Then: “ If I 
loved him, I suppose I should do all those things— 
except make a scene. I wonder how one makes a 
scene! One feels choking, I expect, and some little 
thing happens that brings everything else tumbling 
down into a violent wish to break and break and 
break—to kill, and destroy ... I wish I’d got a 
6 
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strong anger, instead of this . . . whatever it is that 
makes me feel sorry for the people who seem to me 
to be stupid. I wish I loved Howard with all my 
heart. Then I shouldn’t be observing him, but 
passionately feeling resentment ... I wonder how 
long ago I left off loving him. And have I ever left 
off loving him at all? He’s like my stupid selfish 
baby, and I’m his mother—inhumanly playing at 
being just, when I’m only indifferent.” 

They went into the house, and into the cool room 
where breakfast was laid ; and the only clue there 
was to the unusual state of affairs lay in Howard’s 
frown. Cherry was perfectly happy, as though 
mischief and care and temptation were remote from 
her nature. Yet Marian saw that she was being very 
mischievous, cruelly sure of her power over Howard. 

IV 

Howard frowned through the meal, heavily repress¬ 
ing their efforts at talk, and as soon as breakfast was 
over he went out of the room, closing the door behind 
him with a firmness that appeared final. His depar¬ 
ture was a relief to them all. Even Robert remarked it. 

“ Well,” he said, deliberately. “ I think I’ll have 
some more bread. And some more marmalade, if 
you don’t mind, auntie.” He had previously refused 
more coffee, a refusal he now reconsidered. “ Some¬ 
how I didn’t like to have it before. I felt uncle 
would have . . . wouldn’t have liked me to.” 

He ate with enormous relish. 

“ You’ll be sick,” Cherry warned him. 

“ No,” he contradicted. “ Anyway, it won’t interfere 
with you. I suppose you’re going out walking again, 
and back again in time for lunch.” 

Cherry’s cheeks were pinker. 

“ No, I’m not,” she said. “I’ll stay and play with 
you, if you like.” 
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It was a successful gibe, for it silenced Robert 
upon that point at least. 

“ Funny things, girls,” he observed, turning to 
Marian. “They’ve got very short tempers, most of 
them. It’s vanity, you know, auntie. They don’t 
like having their legs pulled—being teased, I mean. 
They ‘don’t think they like it.’ Well, why?” 

“ They like to be taken seriously,” suggested 
Marian. 

“ Exactly. Unless they’ve been naughty. Then 
they howl about only being little girls, and not 
knowing and not meaning . . . etcetera ! I’d like 
people to be able to say E.T.C. I don’t know why 
you should have the trouble of saying words in full.” 

Cherry, who had evidently been reminded of some 
celebrated excuse made by herself, was not in a 
mood to abandon the privilege of retaliation. With 
heightened colour, but a strange glittering calm, she 
quietly said: 

“You never do say things in full, Robert. You 
run all your words together. That’s why you talk so 
badly.” 

“ So do you, if it comes to that. And through 
your nose, too.” 

Indignant protests arose from his companions. 

“ Robert! Robert ! ” remonstrated Marian. “ That’s 
most horribly rude.” 

“ Perhaps I was carried a little too far,” apologised 
Robert, unruffled. “ But Cherry’s so beastly con¬ 
ceited. She’s so cock-sure. And the girl’s conceit 
. . . it’s incredible! ” 

“ Yes,” Cherry startlingly agreed. “ It’s quite true.” 
In an instant her bright face had clouded. All her 
native good temper was shown, and her intrinsic 
modesty. Nevertheless, as Robert had said, she was 
arrogant. 

“ She thinks nothing’s good enough for her. Oh, I 
tell you, auntie, I know Cherry most awfully well. 
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You see, I’ve known her for years. Don’t you let 
her take you in.” 

“Don’t listen to him!” begged Cherry, turning 
eagerly to Marian. 

“I’m not! I’m not!” Marian was as eager in 
reassurance. 

“ But it’s true, all the same,” admitted Cherry, 
ruefully. 

“ She’s not reliable. She never sticks to anything. 
She’ll be as sweet as syrup one minute, and a tricksy 
devil the next. She’s . . 

“Let me find it out for myself!” Marian begged. 
The boy’s candour was too disconcerting for her 
present mood. Her thoughts had gone after Howard. 
She was wondering where he was, and how she could 
deal with him. And Robert’s warnings were not 
unheeded, for although she now wanted only to 
remember the Cherry of her recent understanding 
there was a hint of such sagacity in what had just 
been said, and of such admission in the way it had 
been received, that she could not help wondering 
how far she could trust Cherry. That Howard was 
puzzled and resentful she knew. How soon might it 
not be that she also would feel puzzled and resentful ? 

With a common impulse they rose from the table. 
Robert and Cherry were left together while Marian 
went about the day’s housekeeping affairs; and when 
she returned it was to find Cherry and Howard sitting 
together on wicker chairs in the slim shadow cast 
by a wing of the house. 


V 

That Howard was half-soothed could quickly be 
seen. He rose when Marian arrived, and brought a 
third chair, so that she could join them; but this 
action was only a proof of his lesser chagrin, and 
she could not learn whether he had attempted any 
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explanation with Cherry or not. She supposed he had 
expostulated and been received with kindness. More, 
if indeed there had been so much, she could not 

discover. 

They sat in the shadow, talking or reading, until, it 
was time for the Sinclairs to arrive. Once or twice 
Howard had risen, and possibly had tried mutely to 
persuade Cherry to go with him; but upon each 
occasion he had reseated himself, as the result either 
of refusal or—more probably—of deliberate blindness, 
and so their order was unchanged when the sound of 
the arriving car made itself heard. Then only did 
they all leave their chairs, so as to greet the visitors. 

The Sinclairs came cheerfully into the house and 
out into the garden, complaining of the heat and the 
journey, the flies and the sunshine; and Marian, 
coming last with Nigel, heard Cherry laugh with 
irrepressible gaiety at Tom Sinclair’s description of 
the morning’s ills. Cherry looked back at her with 
a bright, gleeful face, as though they had been old 
friends, and Nigel suddenly said, in an almost breath¬ 


less way: w .., , .. 

“ I say, isn’t she pretty ! I didn t notice it yester- 

It was so ingenuous that Marian also laughed a 


“ You saw her as your enemy, then,” she reminded 

him “ That makes all the difference.” 

“ I wonder,” he said, in a reflective tone. “ Does 

Miss Mant vary much? ” 

Marian was surprised at his question, that showed 
a judgment she had hardly expected Really, these 
young people were astonishingly hard to assimilate . 

“ Every minute,” she assured him. 

“ She’s been with you, to-day,” said Nigel, sum¬ 
marily. “ It’s a wonderful difference. Didn’t you 

know that you affect everybody ? ” . . . 

“ i didn’t know, certainly, that I changed their 



86 


SEPTEMBER 


faces,” she teased. She stole a side look at him as he 
walked by her side. The slim figure was clearly very 
strong, as she now saw ; and while it was not ruddy 
he had no disagreeable pallor, and the brightness of 
his eyes and the crispness of his hair were sufficient 
proof of health. How had she been made to think 
of him as a young artist? His hair was not short, 
but many men wore their hair long who made no 
pretence that they were in anything but business. 
Indeed, the modern professional artist went almost to 
the point of having his hair cut brutally short. There 
was nothing effeminate about Nigel. He was not 
dreamy, and he had no mannerisms; he spoke with 
clearness and moved with grace. He was obviously 
a very fit young man, and if he could make her heart 
swell by his playing of Chopin that must be one 
talent among many. He was not simply a pianist 
and a critic of men, but an athlete and a man of 
common-sense. For an instant she was timid. He 
seemed beyond the range of her comprehension. 
Only, however, for a minute. He resumed, thought¬ 
fully, after another glance at Cherry: 

“ I think you’re very wonderful, you know. Your 
sympathies are so wide. You can make me feel I’m 
worth something; and you can make Miss Mant feel 
she s a real person; and you make my aunt garrulous ; 
and my uncle says you’re the only woman in these 
parts (except ray^aunt of course, and different from 
her). And _I can say this to you without feeling 
impertinent, and I couldn’t do that to anybody else— 
even if I thought it of anybody else.” 

Marian felt a little hot. She again glanced aside 
at him, smiling. 

“Its because I’m so negative, I expect. If it’s 
true,” she added. 

‘ Of course it’s true. And it’s because you’re a 
positive . . .” 

Its tremendously jolly to have it described,” 
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Marian concluded; but she did not want to continue 
talking on this subject, because what Nigel had said 
had made her feel such a start of happiness in her 
whole being. So they followed the others more 
closely, and presently came up with them and formed 
a group, until the distant sound of a gong called them 
all in to luncheon, gaily talking and full of high spirits 
that would have made any meal-time pleasant. 



Nigel was not the only one of the visitors to be 
struck with Cherry’s appearance, for Mrs. Sinclair 
quickly commented in an undertone as she entered 
the room by Marian’s side. In a whisper, she 
expressed her favourable opinion. 

“ Where did you find her, Marian ? She’s perfectly 

charming! ” 

In reply Marian smiled only: Cherry was too near 
to allow of any reply. Besides, what was there to 
say? An echo of the praise, an explanation that 
Cherry was the daughter of a friend quite unknown 
to Mrs. Sinclair; and then—what then? Certainly, 
Marian could not have entered into the details of her 
own questionings. To have done this would have 
been to leave her friend gasping and uncomfortable ; 
and as she had not made up her own mind on the 
subject she could not risk giving an impression which 
might have to be revised. More, however, was 
to follow. Katharine Sinclair, cheerful busybody 
though she might be, was electrifyingly swift in her 


perceptions. 

At the head of the table sat Howard, rubicund but 
not yet quite composed. There was a frown dawning 
upon his brow; restless movements of his hands and 
shoulders betrayed his mental unease. Upon his 
right Mrs. Sinclair, regarding Cherry with warm and 
encouraging pleasure. Cherry was exactly opposite. 
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If she had wanted to know anything about Mrs. 
Sinclair it appeared that her curiosity had been 
quickly satisfied, for she took that lady in as one 
of the party and not as an individual. Beside her sat 
Tom Sinclair, very rueful in manner but extremely 
sly and jocose in remark. Upon Marian’s left, again, 
were Robert and Nigel, the latter nearest, and Robert 
demurely lost between Nigel and Mrs. Sinclair. 
Marian, from her position, could see all the faces. 
Each in turn gave her some pleasure, except 
Howard’s; for Howard was preoccupied, and per¬ 
functory in his attentiveness to Mrs. Sinclair’s 
pertinacious volubility. She had never seen him quite 
like this, for his mouth was drawn into a sternness 
almost vicious. She had seen him petulant, angry, 
determined; he had shown himself both weak and 
obstinate; but this new expression of vengeful pain 
was until now unknown. It hurt her. Unconsciously, 
she almost murmured aloud. 

“ Grotesque . . . it’s impossible. Why can’t he see 
that? He’s taking it hard, and it’s too late for him 
to take love hard. It’s indecent ...” A later 
thought, that came as a flash, said “ I wonder if I 
should take it hard at his age! How impossible!” 
She thought so little of this that she never after 
remembered it; but she continued to feel that 
indifferent pity for Howard which had earlier 
distressed her. She too became perfunctory in 
attentiveness to her guests. 

VII 

Howard became at length entirely silent, as if 
choked by a sense of most intolerable wrongs. Once 
he met her eyes, and she faintly shook her head, to 
warn him against obvious moroseness. But Howard 
was too far gone: his expression blackened, and ugly 
cruelty showed. His wife, it was clear, was one who 
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must endure his moods. She must even suffer for 
the coldness of others. In that moment he looked 
like a bully, and Marian felt Nigel turn sharply to her 
as though he had caught the exchange and had 
resented Howard’s response to her pacific entreaty. 
He was alert and engaging. 

“ Mrs. Forster,” he said, with a smile. “ Shall we 
challenge Miss Mant and your husband to a return 
match ? ” 

“ It would be rather jolly,” ventured Marian, know¬ 
ing well that there would be no such match. 

“ I’m not playing to-day,” Cherry quickly interposed. 
“ I’m too tired.” 

“ Nonsense ! ” cried Nigel. “ I’ll never believe it! ” 

“ I’ll play you a single.” Cherry was defiant. 

Howard’s jaw was set. He was ostentatiously out- 
of-temper. He hit roughly. 

“If you do, you’ll get rolled up,” he said, with all 
the grimness left intact by his anger and chagrin. It 
was pitiable to see him so little controlled. 

Anger surged in its turn to Cherry’s face. She could 
not brook such an attack upon her vanity. All the 
ugliness of her obstinate nature showed at once. She 
was in an instant as savage as he. But she kept her 
tongue silent, and in a moment smiled cruelly at 
Howard. The smile, in its deliberate indifference, 
was like the turn of a dagger. 

“ After lunch ? ” she asked of Nigel, coolly impudent 

and defiant. 

There was everywhere an understanding that the 
position was strained. Nigel did not mend matters. 
He too was obstinate, it appeared. He looked no 
higher than Cherry’s shoulders. 

“ I’m playing first with Mrs. Forster,” he said. “ If 

she’ll let me.” 

The blood ebbed from Cherry’s cheeks. The look 
in her eyes was that of insensate anger. It was 
unmistakable. She had ceased to be a child and 
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had become a wanton who would disregard all who 
stood in her way. The whole of the episode had 
been distressing as an exhibition of character. It 
was so bad that the elder Sinclairs were silenced. 
Their usual volubility was checked. They could only 
look uncomfortably at each other, and away again. 
Robert was the one who pointed the moral. 

“Jolly good ! ” he cried, approvingly. “ Auntie, I’ll 
come and watch.” 

“You shall do more,” laughed Marian, trembling. 
“You shall look for the balls when they go into the 
bushes, Robert. But of course we’re all going to 
play.” 

The quick flash of grateful response from Cherry 
was her reward. Only Marian had seen the girl’s lip 
quiver. That this was so was evidenced afterwards, 
when, at the end of the meal, Mrs. Sinclair stopped 
for a moment beside Marian as they all moved 
towards the garden. Cherry was in advance. 
Howard had disappeared. Tom and Nigel were 
smoking together. Marian was trying to reach 
Cherry, and might have done so had she not been 
detained by her old friend. 

“ I was wrong,” said Mrs. Sinclair. “ Did you see 
that girl’s expression ? ” 

“ She’s very young,” pleaded Marian. “ Young and 
self-willed. Besides, the fault wasn’t hers. She’s very 
impetuous.” 

“ She’s more than that, my dear,” persisted Mrs. 
Sinclair. “ She’s worse.” 

“Yes. A great deal more than that . . .” Marian 
ignored the supplement, and tried by dryness to turn 
the point of the principal warning. 

“ I advise you to be careful of her,” urged her 
friend. 

Marian turned, smiling. Her face was unreadable. 
In itself that was a rebuke. 

“ I think I understand her,” she said, gently. 
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“ I wonder. I don’t think you do. With your 
gentle nature I don’t think you could.” 

“You’re very uncharitable to Cherry. Over-gener¬ 
ous to me.” 

“ No, I’m not. You may think you’re going to 
influence her . . .” It was a shrewd thrust, as Marian 
would have expected. “ Only a man could do that. 
Mark my words. You can’t. A man who’d thrash 
her. Why, can’t you see? She’s a minx.” 

Marian breathed quickly. She was far too proud 
to show her heart. 

“ I know you’re quite wrong,” she said, soberly. 
“ She’s not easy to read. She’s easy to misunderstand. 
She’s full of good and evil,—as we all are.” 

“ We’re not all minxes, thank goodness,” said 
Mrs. Sinclair. She gave a sharp side-glance, almost 
suspicious. “ At least, I’m not one. I’m not so ab¬ 
solutely sure about you now as I was ten minutes ago.” 

With a grunt she turned away, ignoring the effect 
of her own affectionate note on Marian’s character. 
The last sound Marian heard upon that occasion was 
a brief re-statement of Mrs. Sinclair’s position. 

“Minx,” muttered the aunt of Nigel. “And 
perhaps something more.” 

Marian shivered. If Cherry were again off her 
guard she might break a friendship. Strange that 
this defensive situation should have arisen, when 
Marian’s own feelings were so little based upon 
confidence, but only upon some instinctive hope. 
She was believing loyally in Cherry against all the 
evidence of Cherry’s nature as it had been revealed in 
action. 

“Supposing she is ?” Marian asked herself. “What 
am I to do?” 



CHAPTER XI 


THE FLIGHT 
I 

T HE difficult afternoon went. A Sunday, 
almost equally difficult through the prolonged 
constraint of Howard, followed it. Howard 
was markedly reckless. He gave no explanation of 
his towering silence, leaving Marian to construe it as 
she might. His speeches were few and gruff; his 
exchanges with the two women were brusque to 
roughness. No longer did he beseech Cherry. And 
yet, as Marian saw, he was very alert for some 
softening on her part. He listened with unwilling 
intentness to everything she said, ignoring it with 
a determination that made him like a stupid hobble¬ 
dehoy. 

Cherry was mischievously demure, frightened, cold 
to perfection ; and only by her unobtrusive shadow¬ 
ing of Marian did she show that she was in desperate 
need of help. She was frightened, but unrepentant 
and ruthless. Was that to last? Marian puzzled 
over the problem at intervals. If she had believed 
wholly in Cherry she would have thought a break 
deliberately resolved upon ; but with the new doubt 
su &g est ed by Mrs. Sinclair she was half-ready to 
believe all this coldness but a new move in the game 
of dominating Howard’s nature. Did Cherry want 
power? Was she going straight? All Marian’s 
cleverness could not solve the riddle. 
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For herself, Marian was only watchful and super¬ 
ficially calm. Her brain ached, so tried was it in 
the rapidity of all her intuitions and guesses. A 
sense of the complexity of a girl’s mind—not yet 
arrived at the simplification of maturer years— 
oppressed her. The truth, she thought, might lie in 
the immeasurable variety of Cherry’s inclinations. 
Very likely the girl herself did not understand her 
own actions and impulses. She was probably follow¬ 
ing them with blind recklessness, so self-absorbed as 
to ignore every consequence, every possibility of 
misconstruction. It is the cruellest thing in all the 
cruelty of the young that it is all so unconsidered. 

II 

There was no attempt, all that day, at any intimate 
talk. When they were together, Marian and Cherry 
kept as far as they could from any personal topic; 
and often they were entirely silent. In both specu¬ 
lation was so busy that they had no power to 
communicate. The day passed, uncomfortable and 
cheerless. Only the outer world abated none of its 
energetic exercise. There all was at full pressure, 
an ironic contrast to the discord of those within, and 
a comment upon the secrecy of human sorrow. 

In the morning Blanche, in bringing Marian’s tray, 
announced that Howard had left for London by the 
early morning train. Blanche added that he had 
gone because of “ important business.” 

III 

Marian’s first thought was, “ What a coward! ” 
Then, immediately, “ Or what a tactician ? ” She 
lay quite still when Blanche had gone, and laughed 
softly. There was bound to be a comic element in 
the breakfast scene which was to follow. She 
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imagined it as she sipped her tea. Then her heart 
chilled. 

“ It’s horrible!” she cried, passionately. “Horrible! 
And I’m as much ashamed of myself as I am of 
them. They’re foolish . . . stupid and ugly . . . 
But I’m worse, because I’m cold. Yes, I’m hard 
and cold and vindictive.” 

But she was not cold. 

Later still, trying to solve her sense of being a 
spectator, and of failing to hate Cherry, Marian fell 
into a curious notion. She realised quite suddenly 
that the reason she did not hate Cherry and condemn 
her and send her away was that in some way she felt 
responsible for Cherry. It was as though Cherry 
had been her daughter. Still, after thirty-eight years 
of life, Marian believed in the power of love, the 
protective and pervasive power of love. She had 
not yet tired of giving. She did not hold level the 
scales of gifts and returns. She was that rarest and 
most tragic of human creatures, the almost dis¬ 
interested giver. Without plan of any kind, she 
had an instinct that forbade her to abandon Cherry 
at this crucial moment. She was not moved or 
sentimental: she had a sense of consequences. And 
she had a belief in human nature — even in the 
nature of a young girl playing so perilously with 
passion and the inclination to take risks with life. 
That alone was the explanation of her coolness hi 
handling the situation. 


IV 

When they were seated it became clear that the 
breakfast-table was laid for three only. Marian was 
beginning her explanation just as Cherry noticed the 
significant fact. 

“ V' by, there’s no place . . .” 

“ Like home! ” interposed Robert, electrically. 
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“ Howard went to London by the early train.” 

Cherry started. Her head was lowered. Marian 
imagined that her heart was beating fast. When she 
spoke, her artificially natural voice trembled. 

“Rather unexpected, isn’t it?” she asked. “Did 
you know ? ” 

“ Not until this morning. Some urgent business.” 

Cherry’s shrewd knowledge of the postal delivery— 
the Monday morning blank—was indicated. She 
knew that Howard could not have been unexpectedly 
summoned to town. Marian could almost see the 
thought fly through her brain, for a shadow fell 
across her face, so quick that it was barely per¬ 
ceptible. Marian would have missed it had she 
been unprepared. She wondered how much Cherry 
thought she might know of the affair and its pro¬ 
gress. The girl was behaving—or trying to behave— 
as though this was a matter unconnected with 
herself. That was absurd. Those were absurd 
tactics. Did she think Marian knew nothing, or 
everything by instinct, or did she suppose Marian 
to be groping among mere nervous apprehensions 
for the cause of Howard’s gloom and his sudden 
departure? If so, she was falling into her old trick 
of under-rating the intelligence of her associates. If 
one didn’t know the facts, there was bound to be a 
fine web of supposition in the feminine mind. And 
Cherry could only guess blindly after Marian’s know¬ 
ledge. How much, unaided, could Cherry perceive? 
That was a puzzle. All the same, Marian felt 
pleasantly mistress of the situation. After all, she 
did know much more of what had happened than 
Cherry could quite follow. The scene in the wood 
had been an essential fact. Cherry did not know 
that Marian knew of that scene. She did not know 
how much she might have inferred from Howard’s 
blunderingly wounded manner. How troublesome 
Cherry’s doubts must be to her! She must be 
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perfectly at a loss; but she was as swift and probing 
as a child, and as adept at concealing her pene¬ 
trations. It was exciting! 

With a small laugh, intended perhaps to establish 
incredible ignorance, Cherry added : 

“ Aren’t men funny ! I wonder why he didn’t tell 
us he was going.” 

“ I expect he’ll be back to-night,” suggested 
Marian, suavely. 

A roguish smile of greater sagacity appeared upon 
Cherry’s face. 

V 

For the rest of the day she was charming. Without 
the least air of scheme, she was like a delightful baby, 
caressing and tender. She talked with animation, 
sang a little—songs Marian did not know, which 
required a slightly American accent and a singular 
variability of time until then unfamiliar to Marian’s 
ears;—and showed great vitality in small helpful 
tasks. In the afternoon they played tennis together, 
and Marian, bereft of Nigel’s inspiration, lost the sett 
after a good fight. Cherry was delighted. She 
laughed exultingly, flushed and happy. In all this 
there was no sign of the least vicious desire for 
triumph, but only the exhilaration of the victor. 
She was captivating. 

In the evening they strolled together in the garden, 
and it was Marian’s turn to talk. She spoke of her 
young days, and Cherry listened eagerly. No mention 
other than casual was made of Howard by either of 
them. He had disappeared from the scene; and it 
was filled only by a sense of mutual confidence. 
Both were playing parts, concealing all their in¬ 
tuitions regarding each other; but neither was doing 
it with effort or hostility, for it was as though both 
recognised the same convention. 

Marian went to bed happy. She knew that Cherry’s 
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day had been blithe and untroubled ; and for herself 
the same could be said, because the cause of their 
constraint was absent. With Howard away Cherry 
talked well and intelligently. She was clearly a girl 
with thoughts of her own and a power to express 
them. She was for the whole day all that Marian 
could have wished—eager and fresh and apparently 
candid. Wholly candid, it might have appeared, 
except upon one subject. It did not arise. They 
were content that Howard should not be mentioned. 

When, once, Marian referred to Nigel, Cherry 
said: 

“ Yes. He’s a nice man. I think he’s nice.” 

“ He plays very well—I mean, he’s a musician.” 

There was nothing in return but a polite expression 
of interest. No surprise, no pleasure. Cherry, then, 
was not musical. That was a power that did not 
appeal to her. If she had not had proof to the 
contrary, Marian would have supposed her merely a 
frank, athletic girl. She went on : 

“ He’s also an idealist, which is rather a notable 
thing in a young man.” 

“ It is" agreed Cherry, with emphasis. She spoke 
as a specialist, as Marian could not fail to observe. 

“ What d’you mean ? ” 

Marian sketched some of Nigel’s interests as they 
had been revealed in the two conversations. She 
enlarged upon his nafvetd 

“His age varies every minute,” she explained, 
laughing. 

“Like mine . . . You know him pretty well, don’t 
you?” Cherry asked, shrewdly. 

“ No, no . . .” 

“Well, you understand him.” 

“ I certainly like him.” 

They talked no more of Nigel. 

At ten o’clock they went to bed, happily tired. As 
they lighted their candles in the hall Cherry looked 
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at Marian with her frank expression of liking. She 
smiled a little. They seemed beautifully intimate. 
It appeared as though she could not resist the slight 
impulse to egotism that was recurrent in her talk. 

“You know,” she said, in a moved voice. “You’re 
most awfully good to me. I’m such a . . . such an 
ungrateful pig . . When she saw there was 
nothing but kindness in Marian s speechlessness, her 
eyes suddenly glowed. “You’re a brick, she ^mur¬ 
mured. Then, sober and abrupt: “ Good night.” 

In the staring light of the candle she went up the 
stairs as if she were dreaming, a slender child without 
any impulse that was not wholly innocent. 

Marian followed slowly, deep in reverie that was 
unconscious of its own implications. When she was 
in her own room she stood for a moment, still 
unthinking. But as she put her candle down the 
reverie produced a startling conclusion. 

“ I wonder,” she said, in a low tone. “ I just 
wonder ! ” 


BOOK TWO: NIGEL 


CHAPTER I 
HOWARD’S RETURN 

I 

H OWARD did not write to Marian to explain 
his departure or to announce his return He 
was away all the week. The inexplicable 
silence provoked a slight constraint between Marian 
and Cherry ; but for the most part their friendship 
improved during the week. They several times played 
tennis; they walked together; they sat and talked. 
For Marian, apart from the one forbidden topic, it 
was a week of genuine relaxation. Cherry was a 
charming companion. She talked well when alone, 
and she had a number of opinions upon matters of 
social and human interest which showed her to be 
both shrewd and observant. Occasionally it seemed 
to Marian that these opinions might have been derived 
from older persons—it became clear that she had no 
girl-friends of her own age, and only a few acquaint¬ 
ances among older people ;—but they were often both 
consistent and characteristic. She was old for her 
years, but unequal in her knowledges. She referred 
familiarly to people well known in the arts, and her 
views upon them were vigorous, if not always well 
founded. Her ambitions were boundless. They 
ranged from political eminence to a countrified re¬ 
tirement which it was clear she would in reality find 
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insupportable. Marian took delight in such peeps 
into an alert mind. At times she thought Cherry’s 
ambitions not outside the range of her abilities. She 
was confirmed in her admiration for the girl. 

There was, however, a reverse side to Cherry’s 
revelations which gave her less pleasure. Uncon¬ 
sciously she gave indications of hardness. There was 
in some of her attitudes a quite definite sophisti¬ 
cation. She was still touched by that modern brand 
of sophistication which lies in the adoration of 
pleasure. Her notions of life were still those which 
an ardent nature might derive from the amenities of 
musical comedy and riverside flirtation. She still 
saw herself as the heroic mistress of a distinguished 
man rather than as the affectionate wife and com¬ 
panion of a good man. To Marian this was a 
perverse and unenjoyable attitude because it took 
little account of any permanent relation or sense of 
responsibility or permanent happiness. Marian every 
now and then received little shocks of distaste—not 
moral shocks, but slight feelings of irritation at 
ambitions metallic in their shallow ignorance of the 
rewards of virtue. The faintest protest at once caused 
a leap of rebellious anger in Cherry’s eyes, a harsh¬ 
ness and defiance in her voice. She was intolerant 
of continence as a rule of life. She still saw existence 
too much from the point of view of the self-indulgent 
child ; and this, while it made Marian tenfold more 
anxious that Cherry should benefit from wise counsel, 
at times alienated her sympathy. It provided her 
with many absorbing problems, which she revolved at 
length in her cool judgment. More and more she 
realised that to control Cherry would be a strong 
mans lifelong task. 1 he knowledge saddened her. 
With such loveliness, and with so much true inno¬ 
cence, Cherry might yet from sheer self-love and 
self-will, from a kind of base conceitedness, wreck 
her own happiness and the happiness of others. It 
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was clear that a discovered weakness in another 
person would always leave her childishly and cruelly 
triumphant. Marian often shook her head at that 
perception. Would Cherry ever find a partner so 
understanding as to appreciate her, and so virile as to 
dominate her imperfect moral sense? Were there 
people in the world who combined unselfishness with 
strong will ? That, it seemed to Marian, was the 
simplification of the whole affair; and at present 
Cherry was too much at the mercy of her impulses 
and too much disposed to regard these as the sufficient 
warrant for her conduct. 

Of her own power for good she occasionally felt 
doubtful. For one thing she had neither the time 
nor the opportunity for controlling Cherry. Marian 
was extremely human in many ways ; but she suffered 
from that power of cold cruelty which persons of self- 
control at times exhibit. She knew that if Cherry 
failed her she herself would find it hard to resist the 
impulse to punish inexorably. More than once, 
turning the matter over in her mind, she washed her 
hands of the girl. “ No, no. It’s not worth it. It's 
not in the least worth it. One might go on endlessly, 
and at the last be disappointed by some stupidity,” 
she said. “ Not the stupidity of the dull, but the 
horrible obtuseness of a selfish girl sworn to the 
pursuit of her own objects.” And immediately after¬ 
wards, like a true woman, Marian would see her duty 
plain, and return to her essential philosophy, that 
love was never lost, but always produced at least a 
semblance of return for its bestowal. How strange 
that she should be full of Cherry, and absorbed in the 
desire for a wise development of the girl’s character! 
When she was aware of this she fe t very old and 
mature ; but perhaps not very confident of the potence 
of her disinterested wish for Cherry’s happiness. She 
found herself repeating a long-remembered phrase: 
“We are betrayed by what is false within.” Was the 
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base element in Cherry’s nature even susceptible to 
outside influence ? Or would it at last dominate her 
whole character ? Who could tell ? 

II 

The week passed. Few letters came to the house; 
and as far as Marian knew there never came a letter 
for Cherry. On Thursday, however, a note from Alice 
Mant to herself announced that she wanted her 
children back, as they were all going early in the 
following week to Somerset, for three weeks’ bathing 
and holiday-making. Tom, she said, had found sud¬ 
denly that he must have a change, and could spare 
the time for it. Accordingly, would Marian please 
forgive such short notice and send the children hqme 
on Friday? > 

At once Marian flew into a suspicion. Had Cherry 
written to her mother demanding to be recalled ? 
Alice’s letter seemed to dispose of that notion. And 
yet? It was strange. What was in the child’s mind ? 
Was this a further manoeuvre for Howard’s discomfi¬ 
ture ? Or was it all genuine, and was Marian herself 
a beast for her suspicion ? The doubt was too hard 
to solve. How much of an actress was Cherry? 

What, too, would Howard do and say upon his 
return ? 


Ill 

On Friday she was alone. The two Mants had 
caught the late morning train, and were on their way, 
after a parting of great warmth. They had both 
seemed sorry to go, and yet both had looked forward 
rather exultingly to the holiday in store. Of course, 
as Robert pointed out, it “ stashed up ” his plan for 
going to his school-fellow’s; but the prospect of 
bathing and picnicking with his father, whom he 
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loved and revered, was a very joyous one. Cherry 
remained inscrutable. She had become silent and 
thoughtful. Marian would have supposed her un¬ 
moved if it had not been that she behaved so 
affectionately at the last, with a sort of caressing 
grace that could not have been assumed. Marian 
could not fail to believe that love had been given to 
herself. When the train started the girl, still not 
speaking, had directed a long, candid, and reassuring 
glance at Marian. Then she had been lost to sight. 
Two arms—one of them Robert’s—alone projected 
from the carriage window, waving farewell, until the 
train was like a caterpillar far down the glittering 
line. 

And then Marian, returning home, had found the 
house lonely. She had walked from room to room, 
feeling deserted and a little heartsick. She had 
smiled at a thousand recollections, and frowned at a 
• thousand more. And she was still uncertain about 
x Cherry. The week had been too short. It was too 
short for the discovery of any genuine truth about a 
young girl’s nature, unless that girl were the simplest 
of creatures. 

“ Of course,” Marian said to herself. “ I don’t like 
simple creatures. I don’t like ‘ nice ’ girls, because 
there’s nothing on earth nastier than the really ‘ nice ’ 
girl. All the same, I wish Cherry were a bit . . . 
What is it I want her to be ? ” She was for that 
moment filled with a subtle suspicion of the 
hitherto-unquestioned disinterestedness of her own 
wishes. “ Do I really want her to be more . . . stable ; 
or just . . . more tractable? I don’t know. How 
detached am I ? Is any woman—any person—really 
capable of seeing another with detachment ? I should 
have thought, only I ! I don’t believe anybody could 
know.” The horrible indifference which she dreaded 
paid her a passing visit. She added: 

“ And after all, why should I bother? ” 
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A telegram from Howard reached her an hour later, 
asking that the car should be sent to meet the evening 
train. Marian laughed faintly as she read it, and was 
then again grave. 

IV 

Pity made her withdraw as the sound of the car 
announced its return ; but she came down a few 
moments afterwards, and waited for Howard in the 
drawing-room. She was not unmoved. Far from 
unmoved. Her heart was soft with pity for poor 
human creatures, living in such futile agonies. It 
appeared to her that she was feeling the whole 
situation with new intensity, and her part was difficult 
to play. d he turn of events and of Howard’s bearing 
must determine her own conduct towards him. 

Soon he too came into the silent room, and stood by 
the door. Apparently he expected the others to be 
there, for he looked quickly round. To Marian it 
seemed that he must, as she was doing, feel the 
emptiness of the house; but his sensitiveness was less 
than hers. With an impulsive wish to end his 
uncertainty, she greeted him. 

“ Hullo, Howard,” she said, quietly. “ I’m all alone. 
Alice demanded the children back. They went this 
morning. 

lie paled. A great frown, accusing in its direction 
towards herself, showed upon his brow. 

“ Went! ” he cried. Then, harshly, as though he 
comprehended the part she had played in this blow: 

“ Oh, I see.” 

“ I was sorry. Alice and Tom . . .” The gong 

sounded. “I’ll explain in the other room.” She 

moved towards the door; and as they entered the 

dining-room began again. “ It seems Tom is run 

down, so they are all to go to Somersetshire for a 

holiday. We only had a day’s notice. It was 
sudden.” 
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Still he was firmly believing that Cherry had been 
sent away. 

“ I see,” he morosely said. 

Marian could see nothing but his tired face, the 
baggy puffs below his eyes. He looked haggard, 
weary and melancholy. And he disliked her. She 
had no triumph, but only a feeling of sadness that 
she did not love him more. 

“ I’ve felt very lonely all day since they went,” she 
went on, forcing herself to speak in a tone of lightness. 
“They’re such nice children. Both quite childish, of 
course—even Cherry ... I suppose you couldn’t get 
back before. We’ve had a very quiet week. I’ve 
seen nothing at all of the Sinclairs—not even the 
young man has been over.” 

“ Oh, that cub !” muttered Howard, half to himself. 

Marian’s brows arched themselves. Why should 
he feel hostility? Instantly her memory responded. 
Nigel had been the instrument of the tennis failure. 
Of course, he was hateful to Howard. She had been 
tactless. She shook her head in self-rebuke. It had 
been a mistake. 

“ You’ve been busy ? ” she ventured. 

“Yes, yes . . .” He was lost in thought. Marian 
felt Blanche’s observation of the scene, and was glad 
when they were once more alone. It was bad enough 
to have a difficult situation to deal with; it became 
much worse when one was under the scrutiny of a 
third person who would guess hard and report details 
of Howard’s surliness. She crumbled her bread, 
seeking inspiration. It did not come. She was 
tongue-tied, as he was. It was not enough to be 
appreciative of his feelings; to carry the evening 
successfully through she would need some inventive 
power not yet vouchsafed. Stealthily Marian looked 
at him through the flowers. For a moment his lids 
were lowered ; but she had just time to avert her 
glance as he sent a look of almost malignant hatred 
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in her direction. Had she not been steeled, it would 
have hurt her. 

“ I see they’re going to have a great book fair at 
Leipzig. At least, I suppose it’s open already. I 
should rather like to go. I suppose we couldn’t run 
across to Germany and have a look at it?” She 
tried to talk of the first thing that she could form 
phrases upon. 

Howard cleared his throat. 

“ What absurdity! ” he cried, with vehemence. “ A 
ridiculous book exhibition ! ” 

“ I think it’s not only books. An international 
exhibition of fine arts . . .” 

“ I wouldn’t go to Germany for a thousand pounds,” 
growled Howard, moving his hands restlessly upon 
the table. “ I don’t want to go. I want to stay 
here.” 

“ I’m sorry, Howard.” It was a reproach, rather 
than an apology; as they both knew. “ I suppose 
I’m getting restless. It’s the modern disease, you 
know. I’ve got a great wish to travel. You see, I’ve 
been here for a good many weeks. It’s two months 
before we go to London ; and you know how . . .” 

“Oh, for God’s sake!” Howard almost shouted. 
Marian felt a sudden rush of indignation. Her heart 
began to thump. Her face became cold, and her eyes 
darkened. She said nothing, while Howard, ashamed 
of himself, ate gloomily and without appetite. 

V 

Immediately after dinner Marian found Alice 
Mant s letter and put it into Howard’s hand without 
explaining what it was or why she had given it to 
him. She knew the letter was too crude in expression 
to do anything but clear herself and explain the 
departure of Cherry. Their evening was spent apart. 
Howard disappeared, after reading the letter and 
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returning it to her in silence, and Marian did some 
sewing. She was wondering at herself, and at her 
own stupidity at dinner. Rather warmly, she asked 
herself—or the wise world—a pointed question. She 
ejaculated impulsively: 

“ How does one behave at table when one’s husband 
makes a fool of himself, and when one isn’t in the 
least jealous or anxious about it ? ” 

She then smiled mischievously at the trust of 
Cherry implied in this speech. How funny! She 
did trust Cherry. And she at the same time didn’t 
trust her a bit. What an anomaly! The human 
heart was a wonderful thing, past understanding. 

At ten o’clock she was folding her needlework, 
when Howard came back into the room. She looked 
up at him as he entered, and was rising when he 
came nearer and put his arm round her. 

“Sorry I was snappy at dinner,’’ he said. “Didn’t 
mean it. I’m fagged out. I’ll go to bed.” 

“ Poor old chap.” Marian kissed his cheek. 

“ I’m deadly miserable, old girl.” His husky voice 
was part of the warm tobacco-scented breath upon 
her face. She turned to him again, immediately 
responsive. 

“ I know.” It was murmured, a caress. 

They said no more. Marian went to bed without 
any further glance or interchange of feeling, but only 
a quiet good night that for a time re-established 
some degree of intimacy between them. 



CHAPTER II 


PRELUDE 

I 

T HEIR life during the next day was in a 
studiously minor key. There was no need for 
them to speak at all. Marian knew that 
Howard realised her sympathy with his pain; she 
wished nothing more. And it did not require verbal 
expression. They met to separate again. He with¬ 
drew to his room, and then went out-of-doors; while 
she, once her ordinary work was finished, became busy 
in the garden, picking flowers for the house and 
cutting away the withering roses of yesterday. Later, 
she Went indoors and arranged the flowers, changed 
her dress, and was downstairs again long before lunch 
was ready. 

“ What a useless life I lead ! ” she thought. “ I 
wish I did something. I’ve been idle for so many 
years, without noticing how idle I was. I suppose 
Cherry’s energy has made me envious . . .” 

She was thinking that, when she heard the sound 
of Nigel’s car; and she went to meet him as he 
arrived, a delightful gladness pervading her at the 
prospect of relief from thoughts so profitless. Nigel 
jumped from his place and took her hand. 

“ Mrs Forster,” he said, “ I ought to apologise for 
coming at such a time.” 

“ It’s perfectly Spartan of you to come at all. 
You’ll stay to lunch?” 
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“ May I ? I hoped you’d ask me.” 

“ It’s splendid. And I hoped you would come 


to-day” . . 

“ Did you really? ” His expression became radiant. 

“ D’you know I’ve got hundreds of things I want to 
say to you.” 

He was so boyish that she laughed outright, a new 
thrill in her voice at such palpable liking, and such a 


frank admission of it. . , 

“ But there won’t be time for them all! she cried. 
“ You shouldn’t have let them accumulate so.” 

“ I haven’t dared to come before. We were here a 


week ago.” 

“ Every day’s a week—in the country, and when 
one’s alone.” 

“You’re alone?” She wondered at his voice, at 
the pleasure in it. 

“ My husband only came back yesterday. And 
my visitors left yesterday. How are Mr. and Mrs. 

“They never change. They re fixed in good 
snirits It’s quite monotonous. But I’d really have 
come before . . . only . . . Well. I thought perhaps 

you’d rather I didn’t.” . 

« How silly 1” Marian could not resist the tempta- 

tion to arch familiarity. “ You won’t ever think that 


again, will you?” 

She turned to him, laughing, and saw his bright 
eyes and his eagerness, and was filled again with the 
sense of her liking for him. Of his liking for her, 
also. She was so grateful for that! It gave her a 

new interest. 

“You’re not saying that . . ” stammered Nigel. 
“Why should I? Are you so unwelcome wher¬ 
ever you o"o?” There was the smallest pause. “I 
don’t see very many people, you must remember. 
This isn’t London, where visiting is a daily . . . task, 

“ Task ? ” He caught quickly at the word. 
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Where the receiving of visits . . It was 
Marian’s turn to hesitate, so happy she was in his 
wish to please her. “ Where it’s . . . well, less of an 
event, at any rate.” 

“ You’re so good,” said Nigel, slightly flushing. 

Marian became graver. She thought: “ He’s such 
a boy ! ” But she was a little moved ; and very glad 
to see him; and relieved to know somebody who 
seemed candid and ingenuous. She did not realise 
at all how much, or how little, warmth may mean at 
early meetings. She was only conscious of a new 
sense in herself of alert vitality. 

II 

They were still talking when the luncheon bell 
rang. Howard had not returned from his walk, and 
she knew that he might either come in late or stay 
away altogether, having his lunch at a wayside inn. 
They went, therefore, to lunch alone, Nigel sitting 
upon her right hand, perfectly at ease, and full of 
energy. She had a thousand glimpses of his dark 
face and his expressive smile and glance. She had 
never seen anybody quicker than he in response to 
the smallest change of mood. Again Marian was 
struck by his handsomeness and his excellent 
carriage. 

“We’d better begin with the very first thing you 
wanted to say,” she teased. 

“ Oh, no ! The first twenty things must go by the 
board. They were provisional,” he answered, with 
equal raillery. “ They were like a baby’s first 
attempts to walk—mere totterings. Besides, many 
of them have answered themselves. I know a man 
who says that any letter left unanswered for a month 
does that ...” 

“ Then I suppose a question unanswered for a 
week ...” 
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“ Many times over.” 

“ It all sounds splendid ... to me. But you 
know that I can’t help being most distressingly 
curious.” 

“ Haven’t you wanted to ask me anything?” He 
was encouraged to daring. Demurely, Marian dashed 
his courage to the ground. 

“ I’ve been so busy,” she said. 

“ Well, I haven’t been idle. My thoughts have 
kept me busy.” 

“ But then you’re younger than I am,” urged 
Marian, stung to fresh teasing. “You haven’t as 
much to occupy your attention.” 

A gravity came into Nigel’s face. 

“ I wonder exactly what age is,” he said. “ Does 
anybody ever know? I seem to vary every hour. I 
suppose you mean you think I’m very young ? Well, 
I am young; but not quite altogether callow. Did 
you think that? ” 

“Never!” stoutly declared Marian. “How could 
I think that?” They both laughed. “I know one 
isn’t mistress of one’s thoughts ...” she continued. 

“The modern psychologists seem to say it’s only 
one’s dreams that are free,” suggested Nigel. “ I 
mean, free from inhibitions.” 

“ You don’t mean to say that you bother about the 
modern psychologists ? ” she questioned, very quickly. 
“ They’re only a sign of modern self-consciousness. 
And a cause of it, too. I’m coming to the conclusion 
that all the pseudo-science our young people are 
getting hold of is darkening their lives and making 
them distrust their own nature.” 

Nigel responded immediately to that suggestion. 
He looked at her with interest. 

“ I like to hear you say that,” he claimed. “ I 
think it’s true. If one begins to believe in psycho¬ 
analysis, and to apply it to one’s self, it’s most 
terribly corrosive and destructive. One thinks of 
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one’s self as a merely preying monster. It’s im¬ 
possible to get any peace of mind at all.” 

They nodded in pleasant agreement. 

“ This is very nice,” said Marian. “ Psycho-analysis 
isn’t really scientific, I think. It isn’t just genuinely 
simple analysis, but a pretentious hybrid. It’s ridden 
by a great fear of human nature.” 

“ You’re not afraid of human nature ? ” 

“ Are you ? ” 

“ A little. Yes, I am, a little. I never know 
what’s coming out of the bag.” 

“ It’s generally a cat,” said Marian. “ I’m not 
really frightened of human nature. I am very much 
afraid of the twisting of the human mind. It’s so 
delicate. I see so much distrust—self-distrust as well 
as distrust of others and their motives—that I grieve 
over the multiplication of what I believe are called 
complexes. You see, if you get a mind half-formed, 
and throw in a bit of dust—a preoccupation—you 
distort everything, or you see it becoming distorted ; 
because the half-formed mind takes a new idea and 
tries to . . . something more than assimilate it. It 
tries to make the bit of dust explain everything it 
doesn’t understand. Well, I don’t see how one can 
understand everything.” 

“ No. Not even one’s self.” 

“ One’s self least of all. I’ve seen a lot of ignorant 
children making themselves ill over self-interpretation. 
It’s horrid. D’you know what happens?” 

“ No.” He was leaning towards her, absorbed in 
her disquisition, sharply interested and critical, but 
also extremely receptive. Delighted by his attention, 
Marian explained. 

“ They get afraid of their own impulses. They 
sophisticate them. They make themselves ill. They 
try to escape—from sheer nervous reaction. They 
turn to other people—charlatans—who take advan- 
tageof their silly credulity ; or they turn religious; or 
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they get suicidal. You’ll find that among modern 
people, half-educated, suicide through we/tschmerz 
will increase to a terrifying degree. I’m really serious 
in this.” 

“ I’m sure you are,” said Nigel, warmly. “ I don’t 
disagree with you at all. I think what you say is 
true. At least, I see the danger.” 

“ Of course, nothing is universal,” she agreed. 

And of course it is all really rather fascinating. I 
mean, the discussion of character and the influence 
of ideas, and so on. I admit that it fascinates me.” 

“ And me,” said Nigel. “ Don’t you think it needs 
a good deal of courage to keep clear-headed ? ” 

“ Or a good deal of obtuseness.” 

“ Or, I suppose, indifference.” 

“ Well, we all suffer from that,” Marian assured him. 
“ It’s a sin.” 

They both laughed again, because neither had been 
talking with undue solemnity; and in such warm 
interchange of glances it was impossible for them not 
to feel that their new friendship had been cemented 
by a kind of intellectual propinquity. 

Ill 

After luncheon they went out into the garden and 
walked slowly about, enjoying the afternoon's beauty 
and the beauty of the general flowery prospect. The 
great trees by which, at a small distance, the house 
was partly surrounded were softly murmuring and 
swaying under the touch of the summer breeze. It 
was exquisite to look along the channels of green that 
were everywhere broken and decorated by some 
lovely contrast, some flame of colour, red and blue 
and white. In the heat of the day, tempered though 
it was by a wind from the east, the whole garden 
looked radiant; and both Marian and Nigel were 
content to wander without purpose. Unknowingly 
8 
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they turned in unison by instinct, and stopped and 
moved on again in perfect harmony. 

“Did your visitors enjoy being here?” Nigel 
asked at length. Marian, brought from her state of 
thoughtless ease, was for a moment incapable of real¬ 
ising his question. 

“Enjoy? Oh, Cherry and Robert: yes, I think 
they were rather sorry to go. But they were sent for. 
Mr. and Mrs. Mant were going away.” 

“ Oh, yes.” Neither was inclined to pursue this 
subject. Marian felt the strongest wish that he 
should not proceed farther. She knew that Mrs. 
Sinclair must have declared herself at the family table 
on the subject of Cherry. And, even in thd midst of 
her still unresolved questionings about Cherry, Marian 
felt that she knew more about the girl than the 
Sinclairs could do. For a moment, therefore, she 
was shy. 

“You’re having a good holiday yourself, aren’t 
you ? ” she ventured. 

“ Wonderful. I’ve been overdoing it with work, 
lately. I’m all on edge. My eyes have been troub¬ 
ling me ; and altogether I’ve been needing a rest . . .” 

“ Your eyes ? How wretched ! ” 

“Nothing serious. But I’ve been working hard.” 

“ What sort of work ? ” 

“In my father’s office. I’m only there for a time. 
I want to go in for literature; but I promised to help 
him for a year or two. He’s just a merchant.” 

“ Literature!”-said Marian. “How does one ‘go 
in ’ for that ? ” 

Nigel laughed at the phrase, which had struck 
Marian as ludicrous. 

“ Well, I can tell you that I’m going the wrong 
way,” he said, half-seriously. “ I’m trying to learn 
things out of books.” 

Marian, still amused, pursed her lips and shook her 
head. 
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“ I thought it was a hobby,” she said. 

“How terrible of you! I don’t believe you! It 
needs absolute devotion.” 

“ Really! ” She pretended to think a moment. 
“Now I understand why good writers . . . I suppose 
there are good writers?” 

“ None,” he answered firmly. 

“ Oh, Mr. Sinclair ! ” 

“ None,” repeated Nigel. “ That’s why I’m going 
to be one. I’m going to show what can be done by 
devotion.” 

“ And talent, I’m sure.” 

“ I think so,” he said, flushing. “ You mustn’t mis¬ 
understand me.” 

“ I don’t.” 

Nigel looked at her in his searching way. 

“ No,” he said. “ You don’t misunderstand people. 
Shall I tell you why ? ” 

“Don’t tell me about myself. Put it in general 
terms. Tell me why some people understand more 
than others—or at least don’t misunderstand.” 

“You’re snubbing me.” He was for an instant 
suspicious of her. He was still young enough to be 
serious about his own knowledge. 

“ And you say I don’t misunderstand you ? ” she 
murmured. His face at once changed, and he laughed 
again. 

“ Forgive me,” he begged. “ Well, we’ll say—people 
. . . People understand because . . . This is so 
profound that I’ve forgotten what it is. Do let me 
say—you! It’s so much easier. You don’t mis¬ 
understand because you haven’t any jealousy in your 
temperament.” 

“ Oho ! ” Marian shook her head, reproachfully. 
“That’s a dreadful give-away.” 

“ Because you’re honest,” he persisted. “ And . . 

I should like to know about blood-pressure,” he 
naively concluded. It was too much for Marian. “ I 
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know it sounds funny,” resumed Nigel, rather red, but 
unshaken. “ I meant it to. I’m not such a fool . . . 
No, no. Forgive me again. I see I'm blundering all 
the time.” 

“ I’m afraid you are. I’ll tell you why I sometimes 
don’t misunderstand. It’s really very simple, and not 
a virtue. It’s only that I’m extremely interested. 
When a thing is said to me I listen to it—really listen. 
As for jealousy—you don’t know me. I’m very jealous. 
But I try not to be, and I try not to show it.” 

He had listened with attention, and had nodded 
once. But he protested against her admission of 
jealousy. It made him eager. 

“ You don’t measure yourself with others,” he said. 

“ You don’t know me well enough. I’m secretly 
very arrogant.” 

“ You may be that,” he agreed. “ I think you must 
have great pride. But just because of that, you don’t 
measure yourself with others.” 

Marian put her fingers lightly upon his arm. 

“ I >m past the age at which a sensible woman 
minds feeling inferior,” she said, gently. “ I’ve grown 
used to my own limitatiqns. Bu£ you know you’d 
have done far better to keep to impersonal general 
statements. We’re all egotists.” 

“ Except you,” cried Nigel, impulsively. He had 
touched her fingers with his own hand, in emphasis. 
He was looking directly into her face. And at that 
instant Marian, glancing past him, saw that they had 
been approaching the little wood at the end of the 
garden, and that Howard was standing just inside the 
wood, watching them. 
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POLITICS 

I 

O NLY for a moment did the sudden appear¬ 
ance of Howard embarrass Marian. 

“ Oh, there’s my husband,” she said, and 
nodded and smiled in the direction of the wood. 
Howard stepped from it and came towards them. 
“You’ve had your lunch, I expect,” she continued, as 
the two men shook hands. “ We didn’t wait. Mr. 
Sinclair very nobly came over just before lunch.” In 
speaking, she took in the details of Howard’s appear¬ 
ance, and his slightly incredulous stare at herself; 
but she gave no sign of the mild amusement she 
felt at his watchfulness. Howard made some reply, 
which was inaudible; and then he announced that 
he was going to have a bath. Perspiration showed 
in the lines about his eyes. He looked worn and 
jaded. He passed them on his way to the house. 
The moment he was out of earshot, Nigel said : 

“ Surely your husband’s ill, Mrs. Forster. He looks 

ill” 

“ He’s been all the week in town,” she explained, 
hoping he would believe her. “ It must be very 
tiring. He’s been working hard. And Howard’s 
really a country man. His happiness is all in the 
country. He must have missed the exercise he 
gets here.” 

But to herself Marian was thinking: His happiness 
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is lost now. He wants distraction—society. And 
how am I to get him that? It would be far better 
if I could persuade him to come abroad. I must 
try again. This is going to be insupportable, if it 
goes on. 

“ I’m sorry he’s run down,” observed Nigel. 

Marian wondered how perceptive he really was. 
She made no reply, and they continued to stroll 
about the garden, not speaking. 

“ D’you know we’re expecting a swarm of bees?” 
she said at length. “ And have you ever seen such a 
thing ? ” 

“Never. I should like to.” He was instantly 
vivacious again. 

“ You must come over to see us very very soon ; and 
then we must try and give you an entertainment. 
It’s very interesting—and very exhausting in this hot 
weather. I think that with July we shall find the 
heat more trying than it has been. There won’t be 
this delicious breeze; and we shall all feel very limp 
and helpless. All the same, don’t you think the 
summer is by far the most lovely season of the 
year ?” 

“The early summer, yes,” he agreed. “Not the 
late summer.” 

“ You mean September ? ” Marian asked. 

1 he freshness has gone—the attractiveness.” 

“ I suppose so.” Marian sighed at the thought 
of the summer’s eventual decline. “But it’s less 
melancholy than the autumn. And less bleak . . .” 

“It’s very near to autumn,” said Nigel, rather 
gloomily. 

At his hollow tone Marian drew herself a little 
apart from her guest. His words had chilled her. 
It was extraordinary how unwelcome was the emotion 
evoked by Nigel’s speech. 

“ Every season has its beauties,” she faintly pro¬ 
tested. “The late summer as well as the early. It’s 
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less the time of bloom and promise, I agree; but it’s 
the time of fruition.” 

Nigel pondered. 

“ Yes,” he said, unconsciously applying her protest. 
“ I don’t expect I can be fair to it. I suppose bloom 
and promise still mean so much to me. I m still too 
sentimental to view fulfilment as beautiful. It s 


wrong, I can see.” . 

“ Even old age has its charm,” responded Marian, 

drily. But a sad feeling of unease stole upon her; 

and both thereafter became thoughtful. 


II 

Howard met them at tea, which was a silent meal. 
All three had many things to turn over in their 
minds. The two men, in particular, had no common 
ground, for Howard was essentially a man of affairs, 
and Nigel, when he had no sense of temperamental 
interplay, was inclined to fall into speechlessness. 
To Marian, sitting between them, it appeared that 
Nigel was by far the more intriguing. She even 
liked his silence, which was not that of apathy; and 
she read into it upon this occasion a flattery the 
more grateful because it was unconscious. She had 
peeped into a mind very quick in its responses She 
was piqued with curosity as to what was withheld 
It was not as though Nigel gave himself to all 
comers: he clearly needed a genuine companion 
before he could conquer his natural self-control. 
That alone would have warmed her heart; but when 
she could remember his recent outrunning to her own 
thoughts the throbbing knowledge of power to affect 
his sensitive nature was all the more pleasant. She 
found herself speculating deeply into the resources of 
his mind. For the first time she was aware that she 
too had questions to ask. Her interest in him was 
strongly aroused. Already she felt the pleasant glow 
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that comes of curiosity regarding an unfamiliar per¬ 
sonality. All this was heightened by his present 
reserve, which was reserve in face of a third person 
unsusceptible to the question with which his intimate 
thoughts were concerned. Pride in his instinctive 
deference to her own perceptiveness was keen and 
sweet. She looked at him with a liking which had 
increased as the result of their colloquy. Her eyes 
rested upon his face, absorbing the mobile mouth, 
the slightly-roughened hair, the clean outline of the 
face itself. Her breath came more quickly, and 
she slowly withdrew her glance and directed it 

elsewhere. For a moment Marian was in a 

dream. 

c ." Are y°“ laying much longer in Suffolk, Mr. 
Sinclair ? she presently asked. 

Nigel started, as though his thoughts also had been 
preoccupied. 

“A fortnight,” he said. “Possibly three weeks. 

hu S° , bac . k London * I shall certainly be 
there by the beginning of August.” 

« X ou S° on somewhere else ? ” 

“ Yes * 1 To . some fiends in Hampshire.” 

Howard stirred himself. He looked with a half¬ 
frown across the table. 

he! 1 ?”"’]! y< ? U fin f very dead-and-alive down 
nT ,', e demanded. “I should have thought a 
young fellow like you ... 

“ Hethi; nClair „ HaS b , Cen interposed Marian, 

lie s having a thorough rest.” 

Th” 1 ™, e '. I . Wa f, ‘ hin king sea air, and bathing . . . 
he country s all very well for older people For 

y °Ho«a H e, ^ e ’ n say - And his nnele and aunt.” 
Marian foot' '? ok at Marian as he spoke. 

abriintlv * ^ orst ^ rs not • • He stopped 
abruptly, and instantly resumed: “Do you find it 
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dull here?” The question was for Marian. “I 

shouldn’t think you were ever dull ” 

“ I’m very rarely dull ” she acknowledged How 

strangely her voice sounded ! It held a pain tha ^ke 
was unconscious of feeling. She too had been wounded 
bv Howard’s speech, but, it seemed, impersonally. 

‘‘ ?ve had a good deal of the other kind of 
activity” Nigel explained, turning back to Howard, 
and surveying hi£, Marian thought, with a thin 
shadow of arrogance. Howard punted >; q 

“i thought it was,” Howard said, “ for young men. 
T-Tf=» looked down at his boots. 

” Reallv there tea. no need for Howard to be so 

rsfiJr rsrs 

married life hid been hitherto non-exi.tent. And 

dncod them •«‘^““proWem cHieSf.ed' to bring 
annoyance info their life.. She could no, bear to 

inquired. ~ will 

,h Nf B ef CgfertfoSy-a little frank laugh. 

“‘wSlfStor he'safd? a Ur f <•»*- 

Si ttSSTEX ’spfftted^ ah’ 1 round them 

in the district. cneech Only one 

Marian gave deafened her 

word had cau 0 to h ( „ « e thou ’ ght . •• Yes, of course.” 

Her quick mind instantly began voyaging among 
hidden possibilities. 
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III 

They had finished tea, and were still sitting by the 
table, when an uncontrollable restlessness seized 
Marian. She felt that she could no longer remain still. 
A return of that new feeling of sterile life urged her to 
some action, however inexplicable. She suddenly rose. 

“ Let’s go and look at the bees,” she cried. 
“ Howard, Mr. Sinclair has never seen a swarm ; so 
I’ve begged him to come over when he feels that ours 
may be imminent.” 

She was glad that Nigel so quickly followed her, 
glad, too, that Howard remained in his chair. 
Howard’s presence was a source of discomfort. She 
could deal with him alone—it was so easy; but she 
could not control his gruffness towards another, or in 
presence of another. When they were together she 
was perfectly mistress of his moods; but she knew 
how quickly he became a boor, and did himself 
injustice. She had so often seen him behave badly 
that it no longer surprised her into indignation. She 
merely felt shame. And to Marian at this moment 
it was essential that she should not lose her new 
friend, as she might do if he found his welcome chilled 
and spoiled by the chagrin of a suffering man. 

1 ogether, Marian and Nigel made their way from 
the lawn to the orchard. Here, upon its outer limits, 
wcie placed three or four square hives. A gentle 
humming was in the air, and above each of the hives 
drove a few wandering bees, hovering about their 
home, laden and absorbed. Below, in the low 
entrance to each hive, other bees, arriving from afar, 
swooped and crawled to the entrance and beyond 
sight I hey were the symbol of busy life, all con¬ 
cerned only with the great affairs of the hive, blind 
to the presence of strangers. 

Inside, explained Marian, “are frames that are 
being filled with honey. I expect some of them are full; 
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but others are only half-full, and all the little cells 
are being steadily filled by the bees. I can’t show 
you the insides of the hives now; but you shall see 
them another time. If you’ve never seen such things 
you’ll be very interested. The honey we had for tea 
all comes from these hives. We’re able to have 
honey all the year round. It’s one of my hobbies.” 

“You look after them all yourself?” Nigel asked, 
wonderingly. “ No wonder you’re too busy to think 
of questions for me.” 

Marian shook her head, smiling. It was such a 
naivete. 

“ I help,” she said. “ But I can’t manage the 
swarming or the hiving. They need too much 
acrobatic skill. But the general bee-keeping is 
fascinating. You see, one has such a sense of 
incessant, engrossed work for the community.” 

“ Common ownership,” he interpreted. 

“ They certainly have solved that problem—as 
men haven’t done yet. But they’re all—the workers 

_women, which explains that,” agreed Marian. 

“ And there’s an extraordinary sacrifice of life 
involved. There’s a horrible sense of the individual’s 
unimportance. I think I rebel against that. It’s 
purely instinctive, of course, both the indifference and 
the rebellion.” 

“There’s not much sense of the dignity of the 
individual in our own life,” suggested Nigel. “There’s 
a great deal of talk about it, of course. Stupid, 
complacent, self-righteous talk. The worker, and 

so on ...” 

Marian again shook her head. Her voice was 
subdued. 

“ 1 hope you’re not really cynical, she said. ‘ I 
shouldn’t like you to be that. Where you have life 
on the grand scale—not the grand scale; . . . I don t 
quite know what I mean ; but say, in bulk—you 
must surely have some suppression of the individual. 
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I should have thought it always had been involved. 
It’s the whole natural order. All birds and beasts 
exist—or they seem to exist—only for the con¬ 
tinuance of their kind. It seems inevitable. I 
sometimes think that we’re more conscious of that 
nowadays — with human beings — simply because 
we’re conscious of the number of people there are in 
the world. They re more vocal. They protest more 
against their subordination. Personally, I find the 
sense of millions of other people, working and 
striving always for meals and clothing and warmth 
. . . I find it altogether paralysing. I can’t yoke it 

with my own life, and this quiet garden. It shouldn’t 
be so.” 

‘ No. It shouldn’t,” agreed Nigel, warmly. 

“ ° ne ought to feel part of the whole.” 

“ Yes. . I do. I feel bitterly resentful of the 

common injustice. Sometimes so resentful that I 

want to overturn the earth, so as to destroy the 

complacency of all the mediocrities who keep injustice 

all-powerful by the sheer weight of their numbers 
and wealth.” 


Marian considered for a moment. His voice, 
although quiet, had betrayed emotion deeply felt. 
She thought: He’s an idealist, and a sensitive; but 
his idealism is the sensitiveness of a young man. 
Hes a rebel against order by instinct. He doesn’t 
really grasp the universe, as he thinks he does. 

^ I m interested to hear you say that,” she said ; 

because it tells me something about yourself. But 
1 don t think I m interested in it as a view of life, 
because it seems to me to be a mixture of socialism 
and aristocratic sentiment. And they seem to me 
to be incompatible.” 

That s just what it is—a mixture of socialism 
and aristocracy. That’s the social religion' of the 
uture, cried Nigel. “Common ownership, and 
government by the wise men of the earth. Laws 
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conceived by the wise men, and gladly accepted by 
the whole community. Not this present grasping, 
careerist charlatanry. . . . Oh, I could be very 
expansive—very eloquent about this. I feel it so 
deeply/' 

“ I’m sure you do,” Marian murmured. But she 
was thinking all the time of Nigel, of his character as 
it was revealed in his speech, of his future, of the 
people he must know. Somehow it had never 
occurred to her until now to think of his acquaint¬ 
ance with others. Yet she could know nothing of 
his life. It was something entirely outside herself. 
It must have ramifications unsuspected. How little 
she knew of him ! How much she wished to know ! 
He had spoken of “ boys and girls ”—yes, but how 
great were the temptations of youth: how great a 
world opened to him ! Boys and girls—he would one 
day marry. . . . Instinctively she again looked at 
his face, speculating. She hoped his wife would be a 
girl wise and true and tender. Wise to help him, 
true to him in health, and tender in conservation of 
his ardent spirit. It would be a great opportunity, 
an enviable opportunity. . . . As she thought that, 
Marian sighed sharply. It appeared to her that she 
was surprisingly tired ; and her eyes smarted a little, 
as if she had been straining them, or as if they had 
been full of tears. 

IV 

All this time Nigel, unconscious of her thoughts, 
was eagerly concerned with his passionate feeling for 
human justice and the improvement of the world. 
Marian heard him say the names of Solon and 
Lycurgus; she heard him speak of Marx and 
Nietzsche and Godwin and Shelley. His enthusiasm 
would have been infectious if she had not been 
watching him with the pride of a woman. He was 
at this instant the embodiment of all that was 
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strangely and poignantly pathetic in ardent human 
endeavour. Too conservative in temperament to 
image a world of gods, too experienced in human 
nature to believe that Nigel could endure a perfect 
world, she listened only to his voice, and saw only 
his fine careless enthusiasm. He was carried to a 
pitch of eloquence for which she could have no 
possible use, so quiet and delicate was her absorption 
in the analysis of common things. And yet all the 
time—and Marian sub-consciously knew it—Nigel 
was pouring out his heart in the confident belief that 
she was with him, as ardent as himself, understanding 
more than he could express, responding with her 
sympathy to every discovery that he made as he 
talked. It was an amusing game of cross-interests— 
Nigel, the young man, interested in ideas; Marian, 
the mature woman, interested only in people. A 
providence, overlooking the two, would have smiled 
ironically and perhaps would have sighed. 

V 

It was long before they returned to the house; and 
Nigel immediately started the engine of his car. 
Again Marian stood at the door, watching a departure. 
Ruefully, she noted this, and thought that perhaps it 
was one of her inevitable duties. But she laughed a 
little also, for her heart was light and her spirits 
high. She went with the quick step of elation back into 
the drawing-room, and then, moved by a whim, she 
sat down at the piano and began the Chopin Ballade 
which Nigel had played upon his first visit. She 
played with sensitiveness, but she had not the 
executive skill for such music ; and she gradually 
knew that the mood she had sought to deepen was 
going away from her. 

The piano closed, Marian stood long in thought 
before the empty fireplace. She went back in her 
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mind through the whole afternoon. Her smile was 
inscrutable. Words and words and words made a 
background to her memory ; but her intuitions were 
deeper than words, for she was occupied in imagining 
a character. Quickly, as an artist works, she was 
giving form and originality to the new knowledges, 
and adding others that she drew from within herself, 
far down in her secret heart, where all understanding 
lay hidden from prying eyes. She felt God-like with 
wisdom. She bestrode the world, and the human 
species. Magnificently, she had created an image of 
a young man—not to worship, but to compiehend. 

Still elated, she gave a low laugh. 

“He’s such a boy . . . ! ” she murmured. I hen 
her face became perfectly grave, beautiful in its 
serenity. A last shaft of the setting sun put rich 
sold in her hair, and made her eyes bright and 
shining. She stood erect, tall and young and 
bewildering in her power to charm. It was at this 
moment that Howard came into the room by the 
door immediately to her left; and when, her expres¬ 
sion unchanged, she turned towards the door, it was 
to see it closing as Howard withdrew. 
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THE SWAllM 

I 

T HE next three days were remarkably quiet. 
Howard appeared regularly at meals, but did 
not stay longer in Marian’s company. He 
was considerate and agreeable in behavfpur, but his 
attention was uncertain. A settled melancholy was 
to be seen in his bearing—sometimes a melancholy 
that was comically exaggerated, nearly always a 
wondering stupid sadness that made him easily 
handled, as cattle are easily handled. He was quiet 
and pacific. And yet Marian was sometimes con¬ 
scious that he was staring at her, trying in vain to 
discover something that she hid under her own quiet¬ 
ness. She could not help seeking by reflection to 
learn what it was that so intrigued Howard. Was it 
something to do with Cherry ? She could not tell. 

Cherry had written upon arrival in London—a 
charming little scribble of thanks, hastily written, 
warm only if in reading the letter one imagined her 
prettiness; and then Marian heard nothing further. 
She still did not understand Cherry’s state of mind 
towards Howard. She merely hoped for the best. 
Already the acute memory of the scene in the wood 
was fading. It was taking its place among many 
other recollections, to be summoned at will, but not 
to be dwelt upon in current thought. Marian believed 
the episode to be finished. Her imagining of Cherry 
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was again almost wholly pleasant. From Robert 
she did not hear. She would do so presently, when 
he found time to perform a tiresome duty. 

So the days went on, and she worked as usual at 
her ordinary tasks, and each morning and afternoon 
more than once visited the beehives. Occasionally 
the sections were lifted out for her examination, and 
she gloated becomingly over the honey that the bees 
were so busily storing. Her interest in the bees was 
unfailing. She found their life and their energy 
altogether the most absorbing thing among all the 
common details of her existence. Far beyond house¬ 
keeping or gardening, because the bees had some¬ 
thing of human interest for Marian, as they have for 
all who care to study them. She longed for the 
swarm. Everything was ready for it. 

II 

And upon the third day after Nigel’s visit he came 
again, about the same time in the forenoon. He had 
motored over, charged with messages and invitations 
from his aunt; and it was understood that on the 
Thursday, two days later, he should come in the 
afternoon to take Marian back to tea and dinner. 
The invitation had embraced Howard ; but Howard 
was going up to London on Thursday morning, to 
return on Friday night. Accordingly it was modified, 
so as to apply to Marian alone. She was surprised 
and delighted at the elation that softened her heart. 

They were at first in the house; but although the 
house was cool the garden, in this miraculously-con¬ 
tinued fine weather, was too enticing to be neglected. 
It was still too early for the lack of rain to be 
seriously felt, and while the green was everywhere 
showing signs of dryness the brilliance of the flowers, 
forced, as it were, by the sun’s persistence, made the 
garden vehement with colour. 
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« We’ve got nothing like this, you know ! ” exclaimed 
Nigel, standing bareheaded in the sun, and making 
an easy gesture with his hand. “Nothing. Your 
gardener must be a genius.” 

“ Although you wouldn’t perhaps think it, my 
husband often does a great deal in the garden. He’s 
got a sense of management . . .” Marian was glad 
to praise Howard. 

“ How strange ! ” said Nigel, unaware of his grudging 
tone. “ One doesn’t think of him . . .” He paused, 
looking a little uncomfortable. Marian caught the 
slightest shrug of his shoulders, as at something in¬ 
expressible. How queer it was that the men should 
both be so quick to feel hostility to one another. 
Women claimed intuitions as their own property, but 
surely men were as unreasoning in likes and dislikes! 
She could explain the annoyance of each with the 
other; but not this finality of judgment. Faintly, 
she shook her head at the problem. 

“ It’s difficult to realise what other people can do. 
We’re so dependent on what we see them do. I’ve 
often known people for years—and then heard them 
sing, or seen something they’ve made with wood, or 
thread, or a pair of pincers; and so learned that I 
had never known them properly at all. You know, 
people are awfully surprising, if you make up your 
mind about them.” 

“Quite,” agreed Nigel. “I see what you mean. 
Of course, one overrates the possibilities of a few. I 
mean, one thinks they could do anything. Often 
enough they don’t.” 

“ I expect they do other things,” suggested Marian. 

“ How magnanimous you are! ” he cried ad¬ 
miringly. 

“ Am I ? ” She was not displeased at his blurted 
enthusiasm ; but she was assuredly unprepared for it. 
“ I think I’m very ignorant. Do you realise that I 
don’t know anything at all about the way you live, 
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and the people you know, and where you’ve been, 
and what you know ? ” 

Nigel turned to her in quick delight. 

“ Then there are things you want to ask me ! ” he 
exclaimed, with exultation. 

Marian turned to him, smiling gravely. Nigel 
coloured to his forehead, a hot vivid flush that rose 
like flame through his tan. 

Ill 

It was just then that the faintest sound was heard 
above all the sounds of the garden. It resembled 
the singing of a kettle, the peculiar noise that rises 
when first the water determines upon boiling. For 
some instants, perhaps, it had been imperceptible. 
Then it floated above the garden, a soft humming. 
Marian started. 

“ Hark ! ” she cried. “ What’s that ? ” 

“ An aeroplane far away ...” 

“No, no. It’s the swarm. Hurry!” She ran, 
and Nigel followed. They quickly reached the 
orchard; but before they did so they could see the 
bees climbing and inextricably mingling in the air, 
like motes stung to sudden fury. Passing and re¬ 
passing, climbing ever higher, augmented each instant 
in numbers, the bees filled all the air with their drone. 
Marian gave a quick gesture. “ Stay here and watch 
where they go! ” she commanded. I must find 
Ledyer and bring him!” She ran again, leaving 
Nigel with his head in the air and his eyes intent. 
She hurried first to Ledyer—who was bee-keeper as 
well as chief gardener,—and he ran to the orchard 
with a great can of water. Then Marian, following, 
carried a syringe. The other impedimenta of bee¬ 
keeping were in a small shed near the hives, and 
thither Ledyer had preceded her. Standing away, 
Marian tried by means of the syringe to keep the 
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bees low. They clouded the air, incredibly numerous. 
There were perhaps thirty thousand of them, a 
perfect storm of bees. 

“The queen has left the hive,” she hurriedly ex¬ 
plained to Nigel. “She goes on laying eggs until 
there is no room for any more. Then she goes, and 
lots of the others follow. She goes to make a new 
community, d’you see. She’s done all her work in 
the old one. So she leaves it. We want to keep the 
bees low, because otherwise we may lose them. 
Sometimes they go for miles. Oh, isn’t it exciting to 
see them and hear them like this! ” Marian was 
transfigured. If she had been troubled at new 
aspects of Nigel, and of Cherry, she may have realised 
less acutely the variability of her own nature. She 
was like a child, and like a commander. She was a 
child in her interest, a commander in her resolve. 
She thought nothing at this moment of Nigel; but 
only, all-absorbedly, of the bees. 

The humming increased. It was now the singing 
of a boiler, a large, swelling noise that dominated the 
air. The bees, still driving through and into and 
over their comrades, like dust in an eddying wind, 
were obviously heading away. Instead of being 
columnar in formation they spread out and indicated 
the direction of their flight. 

“ Follow ! Follow quickly ! ” cried Marian. 

They were off—sweeping and swirling in the air. 

Ledyer, a brown man of forty, with eyes deep-set 
and patient, kept on saying, half to himself: 

“That’s a good swarm. That’s a good swarm.” 
Aloud, he added, “ They’re going towards the plum. 
. . . See, they’re making for the old plum.” 

Many bees remained still near the hive; but, still 
in billowing flight, the main body had swept across 
the open space in the orchard, and as Ledyer had 
indicated were already settling high in an old plum 
tree. They still formed a cloud ; but it was once 
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again a concentrated cloud, mobile indeed, but re¬ 
volving around a fixed point. The queen had settled 
upon the tree. In a few minutes the place she had 
chosen, a cleft near the trunk, from which two large 
branches extended themselves, was brown and glisten¬ 
ing with bees. They crowded together, on top of 
one another, a humming, moving cushion of buzzing 
creatures. 

Marian turned, sighing with amused relief, to 
Nigel. 

“ It’s a good place! ” she explained. “ Isn’t it an 
extraordinary sight! ” 

“Yes. Wonderful. Wonderful! It’s fascinating. 
What happens now? ” 

“ We just wait, standing looking up at them. Then 
we put veils on and Ledyer gets a skep and puts it 
over them, or he brushes them into it; and then we 
leave them in the skep, and later in the day we hive 
them. Unless they swarm again. That sometimes 
happens.” 

“ What does that mean ? ” 

“ For us it may mean the loss of the bees. I don’t 
know why they should swarm again. Sometimes it’s 
an oppressive day, and they’re restless and won’t stop 
in the first place.” 

“ It’s splendid ! ” 

“ I knew you’d like it.” Marian was quite close to 
him as she spoke in this moved tone of intimate 
confidence. Their eyes met. 

IV 

She had known he would enjoy the experience of 
seeing the bees swarm, because she herself enjoyed it. 
Her delights were his delights, she thought. It 
seemed to her that she was all the time stumbling 
upon identities, upon parallels, in their natures and in 
the things they loved. She had not yet reached the 
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point of synthesising these ; but she had such fonfi- 
dence in him, and she was so eager to give him 
pleasure, that she could only think: “We like the 
same things. The same things move us and delight 
us. How could he fail to understand what I under¬ 
stand ? The world’s before him ! ” 

So when their glances met thus intimately Marian 
was warmly happy, caressing him with her eyes, as a 
mother caresses a child by her merest glance of 
affection. And Nigel’s response was a wondering 
happiness as great in its way as her own. They were 
two children upon a summer day, happy in the hour 
and their own relation. 

There was nothing to be done. They could only 
stand or sit watching the bees clustering upon the 
plum tree, a moving mass. So they stayed for many 
minutes, until most of the flying bees had been 
absorbed and a great tail of bee hung down from the 
tree-trunk. 

“ I think it’s all right now,” said Marian to Ledyer. 
“ Have you got the skep? ” 

“ Yes, ma’am. Here. I’ll get the ladder.” 

“ And the veils.” Turning again to Nigel, Marian 
added. “ You’d better have a veil.” 

“ Can I help ? ” 

“ I think you’d better not. Two people are enough. 
A third might get stung. You’d better just watch 
from a little distance, and take care.” 

“ Then I won’t have a veil.” 

“ Just as you like. They’re stifling, of course; and 
if you stand away there isn’t really much danger. If 
a bee comes towards you, step quickly into the 
shade.” 

Ledyer was back again. A straw skep lay upon 
the ground, and he carried veils which Marian and 
he assumed. Marian’s had a small inset piece of 
black veiling before the eyes; but the rest was white, 
and fitted over a little black cap which she wore. 
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Neither she nor Ledyer wore gloves. In a very 
business-like way they advanced to their work. 

“ Keep well back ! ” cried Marian. But Nigel was 
so fascinated that he followed more closely than she 
wished. He was almost immediately behind her. 
“ Don’t take risks.” He only smiled, and Marian, 
smiling in reply, looked at him from behind her 
protecting veil as she had never been able to do 
before. 

But they were recalled to the bees; for Ledyer had 
mounted the ladder, and he had the skep handed to 
him. Standing upon a middle rung, he cautiously 
approached the skep to the bees, observing them with 
an experienced keenness. It seemed to Nigel that 
some of the bees began immediately to crawl into the 
skep, and he said so. 

“ They’ll follow the queen. Where she goes they 
go” 

“ How human,” said Nigel impulsively. Marian 
shook her head. 

“ How universal,” she corrected. And then laughed 
from sheer irresistible mischievousness. Nigel was 
abashed at her laughter, and at the sense of his own 

sentimentality. 

V 

Ledyer steadied himself, holding the skep in his 
right hand, and the brush ready in his left. He was 
perfectly expert, and therefore slow and confident in 
every motion. It was plain that he had no fear of 
the bees, although he had been often stung and knew 
the degree of pain to which any false movement might 

lead. 

Both Marian and Nigel moved forward. 

“Keep back,” she warned. It was interest, and 
not bravado, that prompted him to press forward. 
“ There’s real danger of a sting if you come so near.” 
He did not seem to hear her. Ledyer used the brush, 
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very tenderly, holding the skep all the while. A 
mass of bees was detached Individuals rose and 
floated, humming hotly. He again used the brush. 
The bees, disturbed, darted in the air; but most of 
their number were in the skep, clustering to its sides, 
re-forming like a rugby pack in a scrum. Only a few, 
dishevelled, roamed above the heads of the humans 
who molested them. On tiptoe, Marian watched 
breathlessly. Nigel was so close beside her that their 
arms touched. 

“ I think it’s all right,” Ledyer said, in a minute. 
He began to descend the ladder, and the skep was 
placed upon the cloth which had been laid for it. 
“ They’ll go in there.” He stood perfectly still, while 
bees surrounded him, without threatening to attack. 
Both Ledyer and Marian were delighted. They were 
keenly watching the result of the operation. Only 
Nigel moved. There was a sudden hum. A bee 
which had been knocked down in the mel^e rose 
suddenly, rose higher, and buzzed in his ear. Nigel 
ran. \ 

“ Hey, hey ! ” he cried, laughing. Then his hand 
went quickly to his cheek. “I’m stung!” he ex¬ 
claimed. “ I’m stung ! Gracious, what a sting ! ” 

VI 

His face was for an instant drawn with pain, for 
the sting was in his cheek. Marian, full of self- 
reproach, left Ledyer, and moved quickly to him. 

“ Hurry to the house ! ” she urged, and began to 
run. 

Together they reached the house. In two moments 
Marian was again by his side. The pungent smell of 
ammonia made them both cough. She applied the 
ammonia to his swelling cheek, heartsick at the pain 
she knew he must be feeling. 

“ I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry,” she said. 
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“ No, no. It’s my own fault. It’s the fortune of 

war!” . 

Nigel was sitting down. Her hands touched his 

cheek! His arm, as his hands rested upon his knees, 
was against her waist. She was conscious of every¬ 
thing,*^ his pain, his nearness, her own sudden 
palsied clumsiness, the desire she had to press his 
head to her breast. It brought the blood warmly to 
her face to realise this instinct. She was in sudden 
discomfort. Her eyes were half-closed, so sweet was 
the emotion that made her heart beat and her breath 
come in small tremulous gusts. Quickly she moistened 
a piece of cotton wool; and then laughed as she 
dabbed the wound again with the ammoniated wool. 

“There!” cried Marian. She stepped back to 
regard him, and did not know how fixed and painful 
and inscrutable her smile was. She only knew that 
her heart was throbbing in her throat. Nigel looked 
back at her, smiling also. She gently patted the 
swollen cheek; and with a perfectly natural gesture 

he caught her hand and softly kissed it. 

Marian’s eyes were closed. She withdrew her hand, 

and moved slightly away from him. 



CHAPTER V 


THE VISIT 
I 

O N Thursday morning Howard left for London, 
as he had arranged to do. Last thing on 
Wednesday he had stopped in taking his 
candle, and had looked awkwardly at Marian. 

“ I shall be going up in the morning,” he said. 

“ And back on Friday night? ” 

“ Yes. You’re going over . . . there?” He jerked 
his head. : 

“ To the Sinclairs. Yes. To-morrow afternoon.” 
Howard had hesitated. Then he had handed her 
the candle, taken another for himself, and waited for 
Marian to precede him. The stairs had been passed 
before he spoke again. 

“ You’re coming back at night,” he said. 

Marian was puzzled at his tone. Although gruff, 
it was almost humble. In the semi-darkness she 
raised her brows. 

“ Why, of course. It’s all arranged. Mr. Sinclair 
is going to drive me home in his car. I shall be 
home by eleven.” 

“ The young fellow ? Take care of yourself. It’ll 
be a dark night.” 

“ There’ll be a little moon, I think. But he’s a care¬ 
ful driver . . .” Marian was bewildered. The ends 
of her sentences were all in a higher note than the be¬ 
ginnings, because she was at a loss to understand him. 
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“ Good night,” Howard said, abruptly. 

When she reached her bedroom, Marian noticed 
that the flame of her candle flickered. She looked 
from the flame to her hand. 

“ Why, I’m shivering,” she thought. “ How odd ! ” 

II 

In the morning, after her lonely breakfast, she 
remembered suddenly that she was going to the 
Sinclairs in the afternoon. There was present in her 
mind a barely perceptible repugnance to the idea. 
And yet, until then, she had been so eager to go. It 
was very strange. She didn’t seem to want to do 
anything at all. A faint unhappiness clouded her 
spirit, so that she hardly recognised herself, usually 
so free from vacillation. 

“How odd! How odd\" she repeated. “Why 
shouldn't I want to go? Oh, I expect it’s because I 
don’t want to discuss Cherry with Mrs. Sinclair . . . 
Silly of me! I wonder if it is that. I’m getting 
mawkish ! ” She was quite extraordinarily perturbed. 
The whole state of her mind was unusual, and in¬ 
explicable. Marian shrugged at such a problem. 
Then, suddenly, there tumbled plump out of her 
mind the very knowledge that some unknown 
part of her had been trying to conceal from her¬ 
self: “ I do wish I hadn’t to go there. I wish 
Nigel were coming here. We could be so happy 
here, alone! ” 

Nigel! She had not realised that she thought of 
him as Nigel. “ I wonder if his sting is better,” she 
thought, playing with her own perceptions, trying to 
cajole them by the introduction of a false subject for 
their exercise. “ Poor boy ! But he’s a nice boy . . .” 
Then, uncontrollably, thrusting aside her own artifice : 
“We could be so happy here, alone. Nigel and I, in 
the garden. He talking, I listening., I oracular, he 
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deceived ... I wish he were coming here. I don’t 
feel I want to go to see the Sinclairs. Mrs. Sinclair’s 
. . . I don’t like what she said about Cherry . . . 
I don’t like . . . her sharp, dreadful eyes . . 

Ill 

Later in the morning Marian’s feeling completely 
changed. As the hours passed she began to feel 
expectant, full of happiness. She was entirely calm, 
entirely mistress of herself and of her thoughts. They 
were as much under control as were her tongue and 
her lips, as much as her body. She lunched at ease, 
and drank wine with the meal, so that she enjoyed it 
and increased her cheerfulness by means that were 
supremely natural. Only after lunch did she notice 
that there were threats that the weather might break. 
Clouds gathered in the hitherto placid sky, and foamed 
slowly across the blue, broken still by the sun, but 
remorselessly encroaching. Her spirits fell sharply, so 
contrary was this change of aspect from her imaginings 
of what the day would be. It would not matter— 
Nigel would come for her, whatever the weather. 
But Marian was struck by a chill when she saw the 
clouds, and she found it hard to climb back into her 
ordinary acceptance of the barometer. This was for 
her no ordinary day. It was a day . . . She was 
childishly disappointed. 

“ How silly ! ” she murmured. 

That mood also passed. She imagined the Sinclairs 
—Tom Sinclair with his sly, cheerful, moroseness; 
Mrs. Sinclair with her garrulity and her penetrating 
eye; Nigel, his face swollen, and his hair ruffled by 
contact with her sleeve . . . His eyes near her own, 
his lips upon her hand. 

Blushing, Marian drew herself upright. 

“ What an idiot! ” she thought. “ Here, this won’t 
do 1 What time is it ? ” She looked at her watch. 
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She had half an hour, at least ; and she was ready. 
The garden would be too cool with all these clouds 
about, so she would stay in the drawing-room. She 
would play. No : if she played she would not hear 
the first sound of the car. She wanted to do that. 
The reason she wanted to do that was that in the 
interval before it arrived she had to slip up to her 
room for a thick overcoat and a small, close- 
fitting hat. That was the only reason. The only 
reason. 

How happy she felt. Not only happy, but beauti¬ 
fully alive. Her brain was clear, and her mind seemed 
to move with exemplary freedom. She herself moved 
with a greater freedom than usual. She crossed the 
room, in thinking that, and stood looking out upon 
the lawn, where the great wagtails ran about, as usual, 
like pretty mice. A big patch of sunlight turned the 
lawn to a brilliant hue. Marian stood watching the 
birds, lost in a little dream of nothing. She was so 
tall and so slender that one would not have been able 
to perceive her age, but would have supposed her at 
the dawning of womanhood. Only the set of her lips 
showed her to be mature, and her grave eyes. 

Hark ! Marian quickly opened the french window, 
straining her ears to catch the expected sound. She 
stood, poised, for a moment, intently listening. Then 
she turned, and ran to her room, laughing; and seized 
the overcoat which had been laid out for her, and, 
with fingers that trembled, put on the little hat. The 
hat had a veil, which she would lower for the jour¬ 
ney. Gloves . . . the collar of her coat; the great 
buttons ... 

“ How excited I am ! ” Marian suddenly rebuked 
herself. “It’s so stupid of me!” Some overriding 
sense of happiness checked the rebuke, and carried 
her, laughing breathlessly, down the stairs and again 
into the drawing-room. 

“ I hope nobody saw me ! ” she thought demurely. 
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IV 

Three minutes later, while she waited so expect¬ 
antly, the car was drawn up at the front door. She 
stood there upon the step to greet Nigel, her first 
quick, motherly inquiry directed to his still slightly 

swollen cheek. 

“ You’re ready ! How splendid ! ” cried Nigel, and 
was beside her. 

“Is your face better?” she asked him, as their 
hands met. He presented it for her inspection. 
Smiling in silence they joined in an agreeing nod. 
“ It’s much better. Is the pain gone ? ” 

“ Almost quite gone. Shall we start at once? I 
didn’t stop the engine. It’s fluttering like . . . like a 
heart.” 

“ Horrible! ” laughed Marian, her eyes averted. 
She pulled on her gloves. ^ “ It’s not a bit like any 

heart I’ve ever come across.” 

Nigel laughed also, faintly chagrined at the failure 

of his attempted analogy. 

“ You read hearts,” he objected. “ You don’t listen 
to them.” 

“ Look at the poor thing . . . trembling with 
emotion!” teased Marian. “You don’t want to 
rest?” He shook his head. “Then get in first.” 

She followed him. He pulled the rug across her 
knees, and she tucked it behind her. The whole car 
was shaking with the pulse of the restrained engine. 
It seemed to be convulsively shuddering. A moment 
later the trembling ceased. There was a grating 
sound, a tiny groan ; and the car began to move. 
The leaves of the bushes became suddenly immense 
as they brushed the side of the car. Then the bushes 
were past, and the gateposts loomed up. The brown 
road showed—all its ruts accentuated in this new 
association. The engine began comfortably to hum. 
The road fled from beneath her feet, from brown to 
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grey. The hedges flew past. Trees rose up and 
towered perilously above them. Everything was in 
swift motion, speeding endlessly like a kinema film. 
Fields spread upon either hand. The road in front 
narrowed into a point towards which they rapidly 
moved. The little car sped out into the unknown 
grey and green, adventurous, full of marvel. Below 
her eyes the road was turned to impalpable move¬ 
ment, grey and soft, beautifully romantic and distant, 
but close against her vision, like water in swift current 
seen from an open boat. Marian glanced aside at 
Nigel, whose unstung cheek was next hers. She 
lovvered her veil, inexpressibly happy. Everything 
was past—all her tremors and her difficult thoughts : 
she now thought only of the moment, like a young 
girl absorbed in the thrilling adventure of life. Her 
years were gone. Her heart was silent, and her 
glowing eyes hidden safe in mystery. Nigel had 
come; they were alone together; their journey was 
begun. She had never realised how much emotion 
could lie in a short journey which she had taken many 
times before, or in the mere act of speeding along 
roads with which for so many years she had been 

familiar. . . . 

“ How lovely ! How lovely ! ” Marian was thinking ; 

and far down in her gentle heart she was conscious of 
unrestrained joy. 

V 

They had little speech on the way, for both were 
content. And each instant the home of the Sinclairs 
came nearer, and the ordeal of Mrs. Sinclair’s scrutiny. 
Marian felt steeled against the world. She for this 
moment feared nothing. 

And then they were there, and out of the car, and 
in the house. Mrs. Sinclair was as garrulous as ever, 
taking Marian to her room to remove her out-of-door 
clothes, and talking as though her tongue could never 
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be still. She was full of pleasant delight in this 

V1S ‘‘ t IVe been looking forward to it,” she gossiped. 
« And so have the children. I mean, Tom and Nigel. 
They’re perfect children, of course. My dear, men 
never grow up. That’s a thing I’ve learnt We pre¬ 
tend sometimes that we don’t. It’s a well-known fact 
that women enjoy things more than men—more 
simply But when they’re not outrageous animals, 
men are just like children, waiting with their great 

beaks open.” „ _ , . . ., . 

« Children?” interrupted Marian. I thought that 

was baby robins ! ” She felt ridiculously light-witted. 
But Mrs. Sinclair was not to be caught by chaff. 

“ All the same,” she maintained. “ Baby robins 
and baby men. They’ve been behaving as if you d 
never been here before in your life. You have been 

here, haven’t you ? ” 

“ Some of me has,” cryptically admitted Marian, 
patting her hair. “The me that lived last month. 
And of course other months. If we re as old as you 


say, we must change! ” ... , , 

“ Oh, don’t talk like that! ” cried the bewildered 

Mrs Sinclair. “As if characters were underclothing ! 
I can’t stand all this modern quibbling. It’s awful. 
One never knows where one is. People say they re so 
many people. When I was young they were content 
to be themselves. It’s all nerves, you know. They’re 
so easily bored with themselves that they cultivate 
the notion that they’re chameleons. It makes them 
more interesting, they think. And it saves them from 
the sense of responsibility. Now Nigel ...” 

“Nigel!” Unconsciously Marian repeated the 

name. . 

“ Nickel says, when I tell him he s inconsistent— 

Nigel says, ‘ Ah, but that was yesterday. I was 

different then? It’s absurd. You never know where 

you are. You have to say : ‘ Who are you to-day ? ’ 
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It needs too much patience altogether. I like the 
good old plain consistent character . . . like my 
own. I should have said you were consistent . . . 
Not now—only until the other day. You’ve got a 
temper, you know.” 

“ I know,” ruefully admitted Marian. 

“Oh, yes,” emphasised her friend. “You can’t 
bear contradiction. You think you know everything. 
You don’t. 

“ I’m glad I don’t! ” 

“You needn’t be afraid. You never will know 
everything. That’s left to people like me.” 

“ Oh, not that everything! ” cried Marian, with 
mischief. 

“ I don’t know what you mean. I just know it. 
It’s a gift.” 

“No, no. It’s not a gift. It’s a vanity. It’s an 
unpardonable vanity. It’s like claiming to be a sort 
of God.” 

“ My dear, I’m a religious woman. I know what I 

know. I see what I see.” 

Marian did not allow her face wholly to be seen, 
lest seeing should breed knowledge in Mrs. Sinclair’s 
superficially active mind. Instead, she laughed 
mockingly. 

“ I think we all live in a world of our own making,” 
she ventured. “ I’m sure you do that as much as 
anybody else. If it’s a nice world, I don’t see any 
harm in it.” 

Mrs. Sinclair gave a responsive and contemptuous 
grunt. 

“The world’s all right,” she remarked. “It’s the 
people in it. They’re fools. Even Tom’s a fool. As 
for Nigel . . . he’s hopeless. And you’re as bad. 
He sneaks out, and comes back with a face like a 
pumpkin—all because you let him poke his nose into 

a hornet’s nest.” 

“ No. A swarm of bees.” 
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.. T he sting’s the same. You ought to have known 

^roS^m a veil. I begged him to stand at 

a distance. I really couldn't, do more. I ... 1 

haven’t any control over him. 

«H n l” grunted Mrs. Sinclair. “It’s my belief 

that you can do anything you like with Nigel. 

You’re a dangerous woman, Marian. # 

Marian faced her, uncontrollably laughing at sue 
mock-iealousy. Mrs. Sinclair was too engrossed in 
her grievance to observe the fear that lay behin 
such merriment. 

VI 

They talked a little further before they went 
downstairs again. Mrs. Sinclair drew Marians 
attention to a hideous new cushion which she had 
made, and had all the news of Howard s movements 

and virtuously refrained from any commen u on 

Cherry. Marian was thankful for that. In her 
present mood she could not have borne to argue 
about her young friend. Her heart was too full. 
She needed all her self-control for present events. 
So they stayed for a little while, chatting amicably, 

and at last descended the stairs. 

The Sinclairs’ house was an old-fashioned, ro °my 
mansion, far too large for Tom and h,s wife, shabby 
and distressing in many ways. The pictures were 
copies in heavy gilt frames, with a few dilapidated 
portraits and some popular Academy favourites 
jostling the rest in a tedious incongruity. Ihe walls 
were all very dark, with old embossed papers from 
which faded gilt ornamentation stood out in relief. 
The house was all lighted by ordinary gas, and the 
chandeliers were ornate and revolting in their taste¬ 
lessness. The mantelpieces were great marble erec¬ 
tions, without beauty; the carpets were in green and 
dun colour. It was what used to be called a 



THE VISIT 


147 


“comfortable” house, just as its owners were what 
would be called “ comfortable ” people. Marian was 
as much out of place in it as Cherry would have 
been ; for she was modern in most of her ways and 
most of her ideas. On the way down she turned 
and looked up at Mrs. Sinclair, who so strikingly 
embodied all the traits suitable to the mistress of such 
a house. And yet Mrs. Sinclair was a woman both 
good and wise, and it was difficult to know her 
without loving her. 

“ I’m glad to be here,” Marian said, quickly. 

“ No gladder than we are to have you here,” said 
Mrs. Sinclair, with equal quickness. 

They halted in the large hall. From the drawing¬ 
room came a sound that sent a rapid quiver through 
Marian’s body and made her lips tremble. Nigel 
was playing the Chopin Ballade which she loved so 
much. By instinct, she turned her face from Mrs. 
Sinclair, in case her slight confusion should be 
noticed. Then she went forward and entered the 
room, Mrs. Sinclair closely following. 


CHAPTER VI 
THE DRIVE HOME 


I 

T HE afternoon and evening were for Marian 
full of curious heats and chills. She had never 
felt so strangely uncertain of herself, so false in 
her response to the feelings of those about her. Of 
the three Sinclairs the only one to whom she found 
it possible to talk sincerely was Tom. His invincible 
ignorance was a relief. Not his to question her 
moods: he rolled out his dry complaints of the world 
with a cheerful disregard of every other topic. His 
gardeners, the boys who cleaned the cars, the general 
imbecility of mankind—all came under the lash of 
his slow and destructive tongue, which was rarely 
silent except while he was masticating. Marian 
loved him. He was simplicity itself, the exemplifica¬ 
tion of all that was kindly stupid in man. Mrs. 
Sinclair she could not deal with at all. That lady 
might see everything; she might see more than there 
was to see; but infallibly she would see beyond 
any manoeuvre. And Nigel was impossible. Con¬ 
straint heightened her spirits at one moment, and 
made her startlingly gay ; and at another it seemed to 
introduce whalebone into her bearing, so incurably 
that she knew herself to be both gauche and chilling. 
And in those painful periods Marian felt her blood 
cool with a sense of failure. She sought in vain for 
the arts of self-control which might deceive the 
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world ; and succeeded only in attaining the distresses 
of imperfect sympathy which puzzled the young man 
and diminished his essential self-confidence. If that 
had been all, the visit to the Sinclairs would have 
been an absolute failure. Fortunately it was not all. 
Marian’s spirits, sinking under their weight of secret 
comprehension, rose again like a lark by sheer reaction 
from misery. At such times she had such rapture that 
it made her heart ache. Her eyes were mysterious and 
haunted. She looked and smiled with a new and in¬ 
comprehensible tenderness. The world was changed 
for her from a spectacle of beings in travail to a 
garden of singing birds, lost in dreams; because 
her own nature was drowned in a bewildering dream. 

There was talk, of course, in which she heard her 
voice, as the voices of the others, coming from strange 
distances and expressing strange thoughts. It had 
no identity with herself, but was a spurious broken 
echo of some unknown Marian, capable of living 
without vitality and without interest in real things. 
It was the voice of one in a dream, as she was; but 
it was her protection, for it saved her from con¬ 
spicuous silence. If it was sometimes flat, and 
sometimes incongruously moved, it still saved her 
from their too-curious notice. When she listened to 
Nigel alone she was herself, waiting patiently for the 
words he used, but not for their meaning. His words 
had no meaning. They went on and on, the expres¬ 
sion of character that lies behind words and conduct, 
the character which she was so engrossingly engaged 
in imagining. Into the reservoir of her heart the 
voice of Nigel poured its confession of his soul. 
Marian listened, all the time checking herself so that 
she for ever kept her place in the group, without 
betraying all the tumult which her self-control fought 
desperately to conceal. To them all, she remained 
the charming Marian Forster that they knew. Only 
to herself had she become an enigma. 
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II 

Even Marian became convinced of her success when 
Mrs. Sinclair, with the voice of perfect good-temper 
which accompanied her most penetrating judgments, 
announced: 

“ The trouble about you, Marian, is that you see 
good in everything. You’re too sympathetic. You 
go on the motto—I know I can’t pronounce it in 
French . . . that if you understand everything you 
pardon everything. Well, you pardon a great deal 
too much, if you’ll excuse me for saying so.” 

“ I wish I did,” said Marian, shaking her head. 

“ People take advantage of you.” 

“No. I’m quite sure they don’t.” In this, Marian 
was indomitably firm. Mrs. Sinclair was checked. 
Her own remark had been serious under raillery. 

“ You don’t find they cheat you . . . disappoint 
you ? ” 

“ No. When they disappoint me it’s because—it’s 
not often—I’ve formed a wrong expectation. It’s not 
a falseness of theirs. And as for cheating me—they’d 
be ashamed to cheat anybody who trusts them.” 

“ Oh, my dear ! ” 

Nigel had been listening with some impatience. 

“ My dear aunt! ” he interrupted. “ You’re wrong 
and Mrs. P'orster is right. I’ll explain.” There were 
at this determination three quite friendly groans. 
Tom Sinclair fanned himself a little with his hand¬ 
kerchief. “ It’s no good your groaning,” proceeded 
Nigek 

“ We know that,” said his aunt; while his uncle 
piously ejaculated “ God forbid ! ” 

“ I’ll explain. The power Mrs. Forster has is that 
people want to keep her liking and respect. They 
know that she doesn’t give liking and respect for 
nothing. She doesn’t give them easily. When one’s 
got them . . 
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“ Conceited jackanapes!” cried Mrs. Sinclair. 

“One knows their value. Now I couldn’t tell 

Mrs. Forster a lie.” 

“ I hope you wouldn’t tell anybody one ! ” said his 

aunt. „ 

“What did your father pay your schooling for? 

demanded his uncle. 

Marian sat through all this, flushing and paling 
uncontrollably, and laughing a little. She made one 
entreating effort to check the scandal of public inter¬ 
pretation ; but she was afraid to do more. 

“ Aunt Kathy. I might tell you a lie.” 

“ Oh ! ” Mrs. Sinclair was scandalised. 

“ I might tell you a lie for your own good ; or 
because I didn’t want you to know a particular 
thing at a particular time. To Mrs. Forster I never 
could tell a lie. I should feel that she’d know 
it was a lie. And I couldn’t risk the loss of her 

respect.” 

Marian, unobserved, shook her head. He didn’t 
know what he was talking about, this ardent boy 
who believed in her insight and her honesty. Mrs. 
Sinclair’s comment was a gruff one that sent the 
blood startlingly back to Marian’s heart. It was like 

a thunderclap. . 

“Well that shows one good thing, Marian. It 

shows he’ll never try to make love to you.” 

Ill 

If her pallor could have betrayed her, Marian’s 
voice would have checked the betrayal. It was 
perfectly steady, perfectly controlled and clear. 

“How admirable!” she said. “And how safe it 
makes me feel.” 

She did not look at Nigel, but, smilingly, at Mrs. 
Sinclair, who was just ordinarily triumphant at a mot, 
and who had intended no more than a piece of rough 
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commonsense. Mrs. Sinclair, pleased with herself, 
pursued this theme for a moment. 

“ I suppose anybody in love is a liar,” she said. 
“ I know I was.” 

They all laughed at her, and laughed again when 
Tom Sinclair added : 

“You were, my dear. You were.” 

“ You see, everybody thought Tom and I were a 
pair. He thought so. And I couldn’t bear his being 
so sure of it, and other people being so sure. So I 
refused him. I refused him seven times.” 

“ Six, my dear . . .” There were calculations, as 
the result of which Mrs. Sinclair was upheld. 

“ That’s a funny thing about girls,” said Mrs. 
Sinclair. “ Though we oughtn’t to speak of it before 
Nigel. “Not all of them, but some, will say ‘no’ 
over and over again, until the last time. It’s like a 
horse taking a ditch.” 

“ Well, I must say a good rider and a good horse 
go over first time off.” 

“Not if the horse is high-spirited, uncle. It’s a 
test of the rider’s will, then,” Nigel put in, swiftly. 
His uncle nodded. 

“ Quite right, my boy.” 

“After all, why shotcld a girl say ‘yes’?” asked 
Marian. “ It means so much to her whole life. I 
expect if she realised all it meant she’d say ‘ no ’ 
twenty times.” 

Tom Sinclair grumbled out a reply to this partisan 
inquiry. 

“If the vieti knew, she’d never be asked at all. 
What then ? ” 

“ I don’t know. For most people I suppose it’s a 
hindrance to know too much. They cripple their 
natures. I’m quite sure that happens a great deal 
nowadays.” 

“It’s not ‘knowing’ at all, perhaps,” said Nigel; 
“but just what you were saying the other day— 
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thinking too much. I’m sure you’re right, Mrs. 
Forster.” 

For the first time Marian turned directly towards 
him. It was the first time she had felt strong enough 
to do so. Their eyes met frankly. She suddenly 
felt very grave, as though his sincerity upon this 
point were unwelcome to her. Into Marian’s ears 
came an echo of Mrs. Sinclair’s speech. “ It shows 
he’ll never try to make love to you.” Was that true? 
So Nigel was now a mystery to her, simply because 
vA that one phrase. 


IV 

After dinner they were able to walk in the garden, 
the two women with wraps over their shoulders. 
The clouds were heavy in the sky; but there was no 
sign of immediate rain. Only in the trees might be 
heard sinister shudderings, calculated to warn the 
timid. Rushes of wind disturbed the leaves. There 
was a continuous rustle, like the sound of waves close 
at hand. The night promised to be tempestuous. 

Nigel and Marian stepped beyond the others, and 
were lost to sight in the dusk. They strolled about 
the large over-grown garden (so different in its dis¬ 
order from the trim array of the Forsters’ garden) ; 
and Marian’s eyes were dewy with the emotion which 
she had been concealing all the evening. They talked 
little. There was so much that might have been said 
between them, and so little that was capable of being 
said. Everything was disjointed and trivial. All 
went on, Marian felt, in their hearts, in the moving 
tranquillity of understanding that both enjoyed. 

“ Your bees,” he said, at last. “ They’re all right? 
They didn’t swarm again?” 

“ No. They’re happily hived. Are you sure your 

sting is better ? ” 

•• Quite sure. You were so prompt.” 
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“ I was so sorry.” She hoped Nigel would not 
notice her voice. 

“ But I was so proud of it. And so grateful for 
your care. You don’t know what it meant to me. 
You couldn’t know how much.” 

Was he, too, moved? Marian would have given 
everything to know. She had thought and felt so 
much herself that she no longer had the power to 
read his attitude. It might mean nothing at all. 
Nothing. And in that case . . . What was it she 
wanted? To what abyss were her thoughts so 
inevitably bringing her? Marian shut her mind to 
consequences. She was afraid of them. She, who so 
far-seeingly appreciated all the elements of the life 
around her, was so afraid to know herself that she 
deliberately ignored everything but the moment. 

“ I couldn’t expect you to repeat the experiment. 
I expect bees from the other hives will presently be 
swarming, though' it’s getting late in the year for 
them to do so strongly. It’s an extraordinary 
cycle. 

“ How enthusiastic you are! ” he exclaimed. 

“ Am I ? ” she said, almost humble in her pride at 
his admiration. “ I’m not very enthusiastic by nature. 
I’m too old for enthusiasm.” 

“What nonsense!” protested Nigel. “It’s so 
curious to hear you say that. When I feel you’re 
so wonderful! ” 

“ I wish I were wonderful. I feel . . .” She was 
speaking with difficulty, driven to candour by some 
imperious need. “ I feel so colourless, so horribly 
dissatisfied with myself and my way of living. Just 
lately I’ve felt so lazy, as though I needed to work 
more and make something altogether different of my 
day’s work.” 

“ Isn’t that only a mood ? A summer mood ? ” 

“Is it? I wish it might be. A late summer 
mood . . .” 
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Wearily, her voice had sunk. She was not at peace, 
but was chilled with momentary depression. She saw 
herself as a woman enduring pain without end and 
without reward. It was not self-pity. It was a kind 
of hopelessness against which her pride steadfastly 
rebelled. 

Nigel made no reply. He too was deep in thought. 

V 

At last the darkness had fallen, and a moisture 
from the clouds; but as yet no rain. The trees were 
still distraught, so that Marian shivered. They went 
back into the ugly house and sat dully in the drawing¬ 
room until it was time for Marian to go home. Then 
the Sinclairs grouped about the car, and Mrs. Sinclair 
tucked her in, and Tom Sinclair remembered anec¬ 
dotes too rusty for perfect recollection ; and Marian 
and Nigel were once again in motion, the headlights 
of the car lighting up the road with a deceptive 
brilliance. 

Marian’s head was bowed. Where a young girl 
would confidently have snuggled close to Nigel, 
secure in his protectiveness, she shrank with dread 
from the least contact with his arm. It was because 
she was too well aware of every implication. She 
would have given much to touch him, much to betray 
with abandon the wish she had for his arms, his lips. 
And she could do nothing. She was trammelled. 
She was trapped by her age and her temperament. 
And Nigel respected her too much. “ It shows he’ll 
never try to make love to you.” Suffocatingly her 
heart rose at the memory. In the noise of the motor 
her sigh was unheard. 

“ How ridiculous I am! ” she thought. “ How 
ridiculous ! How contemptible ! ” 

While she was thinking that, Nigel turned suddenly 

to her. 
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“ I say, Mrs. Forster,” he said, in a thick, unfamiliar 
voice. “ I’ve been wanting ... I wonder whether 
you’d very much mind calling me ‘Nigel’? It 
always worries me when you say . . . anything else. 
Would you mind ? ” 

“ Of course not! ” cried Marian, with supreme 
naturalness. “ How silly of you, Nigel!” 

“ Really ? How splendid ! ” 

“ And you’ll call me Marian, obviously . . .” 

She saw his left hand leave the steering wheel and 
grope back towards the rug. Her own hand flew out 
to meet it, and the two hands met in a quick grip. 
The car swerved. 

“ Damn this car !” Nigel muttered, and gave a short 
laugh in which embarrassment and annoyance were 
mingled. “ It won’t drive itself.” 

There seemed to be some amazing subtle under¬ 
standing between them. If it was so, it was past in 
an instant. 

“ I don’t know why it should be so difficult to ask 
a thing like that,” Nigel went on. “ I suppose it’s 
the fear of being refused. I’ve wanted to call you 
Marian . . .” 

“Was it as hard as that!” Marian said, her voice 
caressing. Her eyes were closed, her breath slow and 
painful, as at a disaster. Her heart was choking her. 

Nigel gave a little low happy laugh. 

“ It’s funny, isn’t it! It seems so simple, now.” 

Marian could not answer. She could only have 
made a trite remark. Instead, she allowed her hand 
to remain outside the rug, and quietly within the 
crook of his arm. Two minutes later they were at 
home, and she stood in the garden while he turned 
the car. It was so dark that they could hardly see 
each other, and their hands knocked together to the 
sound of a small murmur of laughter. Even so, the 
hands did not clasp, but each held the other’s arm 
just above the wrist, in a contact that was warmer still. 
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“You’ll come soon,” Marian said, in a low tone. 

“ Very soon,” he said. 

“ To-morrow ? ” 

“ May I ? ” There was delight in his voice. “ I will. 
How nice of you to ask me, . . . Marian.” 

Their clasp relaxed. He raised his cap. She stood 
dumbly waiting. Then, abruptly, he said good night 
and was once again in his seat. 

“Good night, Nigel!” she called. And to herself, 
“Good night, my dear; and God bless you and keep 
you safe.” 

Alone, Marian bit her lip. A chill was upon her 
heart—a leaden weight of bitter disappointment. 
Her head ached. Slowly she went indoors, and 
removed her hat, and aimlessly stood in the hall, 
listening through the open door to the car’s distant 
humming. 



CHAPTER VII 


NERVES 

I 

I T was long before Marian slept. The day had 
been too exciting for her brain to forego its 
activity ; and she lay restlessly far into the night. 
And in the morning, when she awoke, that chill 
weight was still upon her heart. At first she could 
not understand the dreadful melancholy which 
burdened her spirit. Then, as memory returned, and 
a sense of reality, she sat up in bed, staring wildly 
before her. 

“ How unhappy I am!” she thought. “ And what 
have I been doing ? Where am I allowing myself to 
be led? I'm horrible! I’m ashamed and lonely!” 

She slipped down again into the bed, her eyes 
closed once more. Her mind was working freely. 
What had she said ? What had she said to Nigel ? 
What had he understood ? Oh, she felt she couldn’t 
face him ! If she must do so, if he showed any 
comprehension of her dead mood, she must lie. 
Coldness was now her only resource; coldness and 
deliberate distance. How absurd to be in such a 
panic ! As though Nigel could ever read her heart! 
It lay concealed for ever, hidden deep-under her self- 
control. If he had misunderstood her, that was the 
ridiculous error of a mind too sanguine. After all, 
she was Marian Forster. Nothing happened to her 
that she did not wish. Being mistress of herself, she 
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was mistress of every emergency. There was no 
question of that. If she could believe it! 

Bitterly Marian laughed to herself. She looked 
over to the window, and saw the grey morning, and 
heard the wind tearing among the thick leaves of all 
those high trees. The day was like her mood, grey 
and stormy. There would be rain, and then the 
storm would pass. It was always so. But with 
human beings the storms attacked the root and fibre 
of all emotion. If Nigel should remain bewildered 
at her change. If agony should show in him, where 
then would her strength be? Would it endure? If 
Marian had believed in an immediate God she would 
have prayed for courage and the power to endure. 
As it was, she had to rely solely upon herself. She 
did not cry, because she never cried : always the pain 
sank ever deeper and more piercing, like poison 
absorbed into the blood. She was entirely without 
hope. Her eyes were opened to the sense of conse¬ 
quences. She no longer dreamed. The time for 
dreaming was past. 

II 

All the morning the sky remained overcast. 
Against the dark clouds the leaves of every tree 
became more brilliantly green ; but the rest of the 
garden, as of the house, was subdued in obedience to 
the threatening weather. With a sober face Marian re¬ 
arranged flowers, wrote letters, had consultations with 
cook and gardener—all the little trivial things of her 
morning’s occupation. She was not thinking of what 
she did. It was done mechanically. Her thoughts 
were upon one subject only, and they were such as 
to engross all her attention. 

In the afternoon Nigel came. It was remarkable 
that, her own mind having covered so much ground, 
Marian would hardly have been surprised if Nigel 
had stayed away. She would have understood, and 
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perhaps might have forgiven, his abstention. She 
had reached the point of wishing not to see him. It 
would have been a relief to her if he had not come. 
But as no two beings have ever yet succeeded in 
keeping any intimate relation stationary, so it was 
not to be expected that Nigel’s thoughts—if he had 
had any analogous thoughts at all, which Marian 
could not guess—had kept pace with her own. She 
received him in the drawing-room, where he waited 
because she was busy at the moment of his arrival. 

Nigel turned round as she closed the door, and 
took several steps towards her. His face was alight, 
and the clasp of his hand warm to her deliberate 
limpness. 

“Hullo!” he said, cheerfully. “Here I am, you 
see. I hope I haven’t interrupted you at some 
frightfully important work.” 

“ No,” Marian drily replied. “ Nothing frightfully 
important. Besides, I knew you were coming.” 

“Yes,” said Nigel, hesitating. He seemed taken 
aback. Then: “Yes. We arranged it, didn’t we?” 

Marian looked quickly at him. Her nerves took 
alarm. Was he already inclined to encroach? That 
would be intolerable. What did he mean ? She was 
altogether unscrupulous in her readiness to disclaim 
an arrangement. 

“ I’m afraid it isn’t a very nice day for motoring,” 
she said. “ It’s oppressive. I thought you perhaps 
wouldn’t come.” 

“You’d rather I hadn’t come?” he asked sharply. 

“ No, no. I’m very pleased to see you. Of 
course ...” 

Oh, Marian had the situation well in hand. 

“You’re not well,” he urged. “The storm’s tried 
you.” 

“ A little,” Marian agreed. “ But I’m perfectly 
well. A few hours doesn’t make much difference to 
me.” She saw his eyebrows lift, and went on. 
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“ We’ll have tea early, shall we ? And then you must 
play something. But no Chopin this afternoon.” 

“ All right. But why not ? Mrs. Forster, you’re 
sure you’re not displeased with me?” 

“ Mrs. Forster?” she questioned, breathlessly. She 
could not command her heart. 

“ Marian.” 

“ The weather’s been playing tricks with you, 
Nigel. Come and sit down, and we’ll talk about 
. . . about . . 

“ About what?” 

“ The weather,” said Marian, demurely. “ Isn’t 
that indicated ? ” 

III 

She could feel him watching her with intentness. 
She did not dare to look towards him. If she had 
been playing, what sport she might have had in such 
an evasion! But she was not playing. She was 
fighting defensively. She was assailed, not by any 
desire of his, but by his steady gaze and the searching 
mind that was at work behind it. 

“ The weather will go away,” Marian went on. “ I 
hope it will go away, at least; and the brightness will 
be all the nicer because of the clouds.” 

“ Will it go away ? ” asked Nigel. 

“ It’s a summer storm.” Marian pretended not to 
notice the other question that lay in so simple an 
inquiry. “ It’s not autumnal.” 

“Autumn,” said Nigel. He seemed to be com¬ 
pletely at a loss. 

« Don’t look ahead. Though I’m looking forward 
to September, I must admit. Howard and I will go 
to town, and see all the plays, and visit all the people 
we know . . . We shall have a bright life for a few 
weeks. Then we shall come down here again—as 
usua l— a little while before Christmas.” 

“ Oh, yes,” Nigel politely assented. “ Do you and 
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your husband go about a great deal—together when 
you’re in town ? ” 

“ As a rule, yes,” said Marian. It was not true ; it 
was essential that he should believe it. 

“ But I shall see you then ? ” 

She gave him a surprised glance. 

“Of course. Isn’t that arranged ?” She saw him 
start at the repetition of that word. Start, and again 

subject her to an examination. 

“ I hoped so. Marian, I’m afraid you must think 
me stupid. I expect it is the weather. I don’t feel 
I . . ” He checked himself. “My aunt sent you 
messages. I told her they weren’t valid, as I could 
satisfy her about your safe arrival home. But she 
sent them. She says she’s old-fashioned enough to 
send messages and to expect replies.” 

“What were the messages?” asked Marian, alert 
under her nonchalance. 

“ She said, ‘ Give my love to Marian, and tell her 
I hope she arrived home safely. And tell her that 
she’s too clever for me about the things we didn t 
discuss.’ I think that was all.” 

Marian laughed, puzzled. 

“ What did she mean ? ” She was genuinely unable 
to understand so cryptic a message. 

“ I think she really hoped you’d read more into 
her message than was there,” said Nigel, with a 
return of ease. “ I don’t think she meant anything 
at all.” 

Marian thought a moment. The principal topic 
left untouched was the topic of Cherry. Well, she 
was complimented; because she had determined to 
keep silent upon that matter. And the direct inquiry 
about the journey. Was it teasing? 

“ I think you’re right,” she at last replied. “ I don’t 
think she did.” But she wondered. The message 
did not tend to increase her comfort in this 
conversation. 
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IV 

They continued to sit in the drawing-room, talking 
as acquaintances in spite of Marian’s effort to recover 
cordiality, until tea was brought in. It was welcomed 
by both. Nigel awoke from his thoughtfulness, as at 
a new beginning; while Marian was glad to have 
something to do which occupied her hands and her 
attention. Together they munched cakes and sipped 
their tea, and there was a return of the ghost of 
jollity. 

“ Although it’s an insipid meal, tea is a meal,” 
remarked Nigel. “ It’s real.” 

“ I prefer it to any other meal in the day,” said 
Marian, stoutly. 

“ It’s a woman’s meal,” he declared. “ It’s not 
very masculine.” 

“What is?” she inquired. “We only think of 
masculine as meaning something crude and stupid, 
the instinct to go out and kill something, to drink 
too much, and so on. It’s not really a vital 
distinction.” 

Nigel’s brows went up in a smile of surprise. 

“Is that true?” he asked. “I don’t mean I’m 
disagreeing.” 

“ Isn’t it? Aren’t there crude and stupid women ? 
They’re most of them that. Their instinct is just as 
much to kill. There’s not much difference, it seems 
to me. Because a man is well-bred he isn’t neces¬ 
sarily effeminate.” 

“One thinks ... I suppose I’d been thinking of 
man as an out-door beast. I really can’t put up 
a fight, Marian. I’d never thought about it. I think 
I like to make a mental distinction between the 
sexes. Thafs masculine, isn’t it?” 

“My dear! If you had heard ordinary women 
generalise about men ! ” cried Marian. She did not 
realise that she had said “ my dear.” 
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“ You don’t think there’s a distinction ?” 

« I don’t make it. Women are human beings.” 

“ One’s taught to think of them as more.” 

“ Yes. And you end by thinking them less.” 

Nigel was quiet for a moment. 

“ I wonder,” he said at last, thoughtfully. “ I think 
of you as something very much more ... I don’t 
mean, inhuman. I mean finer, truer, more concerned 
with essential things.” 

She looked at him with eyes that were old and 
pained. 

“ That’s a mistake that every young and chivalrous 
man makes,” she said, in a low tone. “ I wouldn’t 
have it otherwise. But it isn’t true. I . . . We are 
betrayed by what is false within.” 

“But j -you,” Nigel cried. “Marian: you see this 
is more than a casual impression. It’s a conviction. 

1 think of you as entirely candid and true. Forgive 
me. I know it’s all awful—to talk like this ; but I 
must say it.” 

Again Marian looked at him, stirred to pity. 

“ And don’t you see that’s what makes you so 
attractively naYve ? ” she cruelly said. “ Don’t you 
see that your youth believes in everything, and only 
your experience checks you from the folly of obeying 
every impulse ? ” 

Nigel paled. 

“You think of me as young?” he asked. “I 
mean, that’s your first thought ? ” 

“ I think it is,” Marian replied, committed by 
perverse instinct to this cruelty. She could not, 
however, leave it unmodified. She could not have 
borne to do so. “ You mustn’t suppose it’s a reproach, 
or a slight. It’s a source of pleasure.” 

“ Well,” said Nigel, with some difficulty. “ I think 
of you as young. But not naYve. I didn’t think I 
was that. I see I must be. Of course, it hurts me. 
I thought you felt . . . equal. I see you . . .” 
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“ Nigel! ” 

“ Oh, Marian, I must . . He started to his feet. 

“You’ve finished tea?” Marian also rose. 

Nigel was beside her, taller than she by so little 
that their eyes were almost level. 

“ Marian, I must touch you.” His arm was around 
her—quite gently; not in embrace. She did not 
draw herself away. Her face was unreadable. Every 
least piece of art in her hurried to make it a mask, to 
make her voice cool, to make her body immutably 
her own. 

“Well?” she said, very quietly. His arm dropped. 
He shook his head. 

“ It’s no good,” said Nigel. “ I see what you say 
is true. I’m very naive. Are you . . . are you so 
experienced?” It was his first bitterness, drawn 
from his deep perplexity about her. 

Marian drew a quick breath. 

“ I’ve suffered more than you,” she said, her eyes 
veiled from him. “ I know more.” 

“ I know it. I’ve always known it. But not that 
you despised me.” 

She was deeply shocked. Impulsively she caught 
his arm. 

“ I’ve never done that, Nigel.” 

“ I wonder.” He moved away, looking about the 
room in little jerks of thought. “It means so much 
to me to have your . . . your respect.” 

“ You have it. I respect no one more.” 

“ It’s not . . . it’s not only your respect I want,” 
cried Nigel. 

V 

Marian’s lips were twisted in a smile that must 
have seemed to him ironic. They faced each other, 
but not with any interchange of glance. She felt 
more tired than she could remember feeling since 
the days of Howard’s first known unfaithfulness. 
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“ I know,” she said, wearily, pityingly. Nigel 
remained still for a moment. At last, in a tone of 
husky reproach, he spoke again. 

“You’re different, to-day, you know,” he said. 

“ I’m different every day.” 

“So am I !” It was defiant, the voice of a young 
creature in pain. “ I’m different. I can be as cruel 
as you.” 

“Yes, I’m very cruel,” Marian said. “Very cold.” 

“ And so warm and kind . . .” His loyalty came 
rushing back. 

“ Interested,” she corrected. 

Nigel crossed the intervening space, and looked at 
her with a gravity that equalled Marian’s own. 

“ I think I know you,” he said. “ I know you 
better than that.” 

Marian did not flinch. 

“It just occurs to me to wonder,” she said, “why 
we’re talking like this at all. It’s rather unnecessarily 
intense, isn’t it?” She spoke very quietly,and not at 
all lightly. Her tone took all the insincerity from 
her words. Nigel responded in a tone as serious. 

“ I suppose it is,” he said. 1 I expect I’ve been 
making a fool of myself.” As she did not attempt 
a response he asked : “ Have I ? ” 

“ No,” answered Marian. “ But I think I’ve been 
behaving abominably. We’ll put it down to the 
weather, shall we ? ” 

“ I wish we could,” Nigel told her. “ It’s more 
than that, though. If only I could understand ! 
Marian, how is it two people cannot open their hearts 
to one another? ” 

Marian gave a quick smile. 

“ It’s because they haven’t got the keys to their 
own hearts,” she replied. “ And as for the other 
people . . 

“ Yes ? ” Because she had stopped, he urged her. 

“ They carry emergency keys, and they don’t fit, 
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I suppose. I’m proud of that fancy. I hadn t 
thought of it before.” 

“And you say I’m young! ” cried Nigel, re¬ 
proachfully. 

“ I couldn’t tease you if you were old.” 

The danger, perhaps, was past. Marian felt no 
longer stilted. She no longer felt that she must 
stand perfectly still. Even as she had this instinct 
it faded; for she knew the atmosphere had changed. 

“No, it’s no good,” Nigel said. “ I can’t joke. It 
hurts me when you tease me. I think I’ll go now. 
Marian, are you being quite sincere with me ? ” 

“ Nigel, I’m trying to be sincere to myself.” 

“ Not to me ? ” 

“ Only secondarily.” 

“ I want you to be sincere to me. I’m sincere to 

y °‘ I know you are. Nigel, my dear; d’you think I 

don’t appreciate you ? ” 

“Yes.” It was a pained, unhappy admission. 

“Do ... do believe me. If I were to say how 
much . . .” She checked herself with a great effort, 
“ how much I believe in you, you’d be embarrassed.” 

“ Try me,” he urged, with a sharp laugh. 

“Nigel!” # . . 

“ I’m sorry. Good-bye, Marian. I ve been a pig 

this afternoon. Forgive me. I . . . I won’t come 

till I’m-” „ , . 

“ It’s the weather, you know, she interposed. 

“Yes, the weather,” said Nigel. He had a very 

grave face as he drove off. Marian, returning to the 

house, found that her mouth was dry and her knees 

unsteady. She sat quietly down. She wished she 

could cry. It would have been a relief to cry. Now, 

all her tears seemed gathered about her heart. Poor 

heart, it was drowning. 


CHAPTER VIII 


HOWARD 

I 

T HE interval between Nigel’s going and the 
return of Howard was for Marian one long 
silent misery. She had in her nature no 
voluptuous satisfaction, such as many women possess, 
in the contemplation of her own pain. It was not 
that she sheathed herself against pain, or that she 
dreaded it; but simply that her mind was free from 
sentimentality. Having resources within herself 
she did not need the excitements of hysteria. The 
heartache from which she suffered was dual in its 
cause. Obeying instinct, she had inflicted pain, 
however transient; that which she herself endured she 
knew to go deep into her being. 

As the time for Howard’s arrival drew near she 
went upstairs to bathe her face and to change her 
dress. She was shocked at the greyness of her 
pallor. The face she saw in the mirror was haggard. 
Lines showed in the forehead and at the corners of 
her tightly closed lips. Thank God she had not to 
meet a woman! With Howard she could hope to 
deal : she had no fear of him. Women had looked 
into their own mirrors, and so were skilled in the 
reading of faces. 

But after she had washed, Marian looked better. 
Her health was normally too good to permit of 
serious revelations, even after a night and day of dis- 
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tress. In her evening frock, with her hair done afresh, 
she regained some of the cool loveliness that was the 
heritage of her quiet life. Again she regarded herself. 

“ I’m better,” she thought. “ I feel better.” Extra¬ 
ordinarily rapid thoughts flew through her brain, too 
quickly to be transfixed. “ I’m still pretty. Why 
don’t I still satisfy Howard ? Could I ? Do I want 
him back as my lover? No: I could do ih I think 
I could do it ; but I don’t want to. I couldn t bear it. 
Besides, possession, to a man like Howard . . . Nigel. 
He’s loyal. He’s beautifully sincere. If there’s any¬ 
thing it will pass. Can I bear that also? I can 
bear anything—anything. But he’s so simple in 

heart Is he? What do I know? What does any¬ 
body know? I don’t know anything about myself. 
If I were really tempted . . . Why does one risk 
temptation at all? Is it cowardice, is it . . . What 
is it ? Fear of consequences ? Dread of the un¬ 
known ? He’ll tire. He doesn’t think . • • J ve 
imagined all this. There’s no crisis at all. 1 here s 
nothing. There never is anything, except what one 
creates in one’s own mind. Is it just that I shackle 
myself? Or is self-control a virtue? What do I 
want? I don’t know what I want. I don t think 
things out. I’m lymphatic cold, hugging my own 
vanity. I want admiration ; but not its sequels Not 
the sacrifices that go with its gratification. I want 
o be a ways myself, always the thing know as 
Marian How strange it is! How callous I am 
towards myself 1 That’s my inhumanity Its. not 
that I’m cruel to others. Only to myself, and inci¬ 
dentally to them. I’m hard—no, not hard. I hope 
" hard because I so hate hardness in other 

people I’m too old. I'm so old and timid that I 
can’t let myself go. I’ve been a coward^ t£-day. 
Yesterday I was a coward, egged on by cur ty. 
Curiosity the sense of danger . . . What a charm 
risk hasT’ And then I withdrew, like a cat afraid to 
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wet its paws. He’ll think less of me. He’s dis¬ 
appointed. He’s found me out. He knows now that 

I’m as false as any other woman . . . ” 

That thought was too much for Marian. Aloud, 
looking straight before her, she said in a little moved 
voice that she made no attempt to control: 

“ My dearest, I’m not false. I’m true. I’m true 
enough to sacrifice myself. You see how readily I 
sacrifice both of us.” It was bitter irony that over¬ 
took her. “ I wonder if you’re as true. If you 
were ...” 

Her hands were pressed to her face, covering the 
treacherous lips. Very gravely she turned, and 
crossed the room to the door. Marian was in deep 
thought. 

II 

Howard came. He was unchanged. Still his face 
was drawn, and his manner unusually gentle. They 
seemed happier together than they had been for 
years. He had been working, and he was tired. But 
he was not at all irritable. Marian thought: 

“ A man of Howard’s age can love a young girl. 
It’s so simple. He can flatter her vanity. He can 
attract her. The converse is untrue. A woman 
always carries the sense of her age. It’s because she 
is mature early. Men are never mature. They’re 
always children. How untrue that is ! They like to 
think of us as mature. And we respond. Always 
we respond. What a puzzle it is! As though I knew 
any more, or any less, than he. As though I under¬ 
stood any more than Nigel! ” 

She was at the time sitting opposite to Howard. 
In his silence she found forgetfulness of her own 
thoughts, which went on beneath her attention, like 
the undersong of a summer afternoon in the country. 
Nobody, least of all Howard, would have guessed her 
unhappiness. It was hidden away, already a memory. 
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III 

“ Nigel Sinclair called this afternoon,” Marian said. 
“ He just came over to tea.” Howard listlessly 
nodded. “ The Sinclairs seemed just the same as 
ever. I don’t think they’ll ever change.” 

“ No. They don’t live. They stagnate.” 

“ They seem to get a lot of pleasure out of their 
existence. Perhaps we shall be like that in a few 

years, Howard.” . 

“ God forbid ! ” he ejaculated. That started Marian 

upon a fresh tack. 

“ You’d rather be . . . worried ? ” 

He brushed his napkin across his lips. 

“ So would you,” he remarked, abruptly. It sur¬ 
prised her. „ 

“ I thought you thought me very placid, sne 

ventured. “ Don’t you ? ” • 1 r 

“ Anybody would think we hadn’t been married for 

fifteen years. D’you think I’m an owl? I know 

y °Marian laughed, not very heartily, but with a note 

of uncertainty. ,, . -j 

“ You’re not generally so . . . lavish . . . she, said 

“ You’ve always underrated my intelligence, was 

Howard’s retort. “At least, as long as I can 

re *I^ad b she done that? Marian pondered. She 

d *"No,”she claimed. “ I think we could still quarrel. 

° “'noT openly,” said Howard, with a grim smile. 
“ You’re too clever for me.” 


IV 

Marian thought: It seems that you can still 
surprise me, for all my cleverness ! 
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“ I don’t think I underrate you,” she said, in a 
moment. “ How do I seem to do it ? ” 

Howard’s silence was as full as her own had been. 

“ Well, you don’t say much to me,” he explained. 

“ That’s because I said it all years ago,” suggested 
Marian. “ Nothing’s left.” 

“ No,” he surprisingly asserted. “ You gave me up.” 

“ I didn’t think I’d been so stupid. You’ve never 
given me up. Perhaps I’m defending myself.” 

“ It’s not that. You don’t defend yourself. That’s 
one reason why I feel you’re so damned superior to 
me.” 

“ Well, Howard, you don’t really feel that,” she 
objected, frankly. It was too absurd. 

He reflected, still without irritation. His red face 
grew a little redder. 

“ No, I don’t,” he admitted. “ Sometimes I wish I 
did. Then I could blame you. D’you never realise 
how annoying it is to be married to a woman who 
understands you too well ? I never get a chance to 
feel superior to you. I never feel you’re a prig, or an 
old maid ; but I do feel there’s a sort of god-like calm 
about you. It’s damned annoying.” 

His speech—rather a long one for Howard—had 
been so candid that Marian weighed it before 
answering. 

“You needn’t envy my god-like calm,” she said, 
rather pleadingly. “ It isn’t real.” 

“ I never know you. I know you know me pretty 
well all through.” He paused, thinking. At last, he 
went on, harshly, “ How did you find out about . . . 
this ? ” 

“ About what ? ” Against her will she was 
inexorable. 

“You knew I was miserable. I’m in hell.” 

“ You’re not exactly an enigma,” said Marian, 
cautiously. Howard gave a rough laugh. 

“You see what I mean,” he cried. “You are ! 
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That’s what I complain of. Sometimes I feel you 
know everything. You don’t, of course. 

“ I’m quite sure I don’t,” said Marian, with a pale 

smile. 

V 


Later in the evening Howard resumed this strange 

“ D’you know you’re the only friend I’ve got ? ” he 
asked, abruptly. Marian did not answer. “ I’ve got 
no friends. You make friends.” 

“ Never,” she said. 

“ Easily. Look at this young chap—Sinclair. 
Anybody can see that you can do anything you like 
with him. You don’t even flirt with him. You re 

like_not ice, but steel. You know, Marian, you’re a 

beautiful woman. Beautiful. I’m proud of you. 

And what ami?” . 

“Well, I can tell you that,’ admitted Marian. 

“ I know. You’ll say I’m a sentimentalist. Damn 

your brains. They’re a gotten thing for a woman to 

have. Are you happy? ” 

“ On the whole, yes.” 

“ You look a bit blue now.” ^ . „ 

« It > s the weather. The whole day s been trying. 

« yes Is young Sinclair in love with you ? ” 

It was so unexpected, that Marian jumped. The 

shock was immediately past; but it had been 


“ Not at all,” she said, composedly. She dreaded 
a supplementary question. It did not come. In¬ 
stead, Howard went on, quite believingly : 

“You’re a marvellous woman. You can deal with 
anything. D’you know that you made me feel the 
complete cad about . . . about that kid ? 

“ No ” 

“You did. Without a word. It’s extraordinary 
what a power you have over me. I suppose it’s 
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personality—moral power. And I go ^wambling on, 
boring you; and you don’t shut me up. 

Marian rose. It was ten o’clock. 

“ I shall now,” she said. “I’m positively too tired 

to stay up any longer.” 

Howard came nearer, and put his arms round her. 
For an instant she submitted without constraint to 
his embrace. He kissed her lips. That showed how 
dead her love for him was. She was entirely unre¬ 
sponsive. Howard’s cheek might have been the back 
of her own hand for all contact with it meant to her. 
She was glad when he let her go again. 


CHAPTER IX 


SUMMONS 

I 

F OR a week Marian neither saw nor heard from 
Nigel. Sometimes she was thankful ; some¬ 
times she was so sick with longing for his 
presence that she was tempted strongly to send a 
message to the Sinclairs. Pride forbade that—and 
perhaps caution. She did not write. When Howard 
again went to London in the middle of the week she 
was many times torn with vehemently conflicting 
impulses. They came in waves, at first overwhelm¬ 
ing her, and then gradually, as Marian’s will asserted 
its power, dying once again into nothing. The 
temptation was always the same; her defences were 
always different. They were lonely days, in which 
she spent much time in such heightened scrutiny of 
Howard, and Nigel, and herself that extraordinary 
new insights came to her about all three. Although 
tormented and unhappy, she was never hysterical, 
because she was dealing with a matter principally 
affecting herself, and she had herself in control. 
Nigel away, her self-distrust was quiescent. 

Each day Marian’s mood changed. The summer 
was at its height ; the middle days of July were 
making the garden radiant. Everywhere, in garden 
and house, there was work that claimed her attention ; 
and when she was working she forgot every doubt 
and found relief. Books were less successful; a 
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book will always give way to a train of thought. 
Only active occupation can really distract the un¬ 
happy mind. But the garden always pleased her, 
and she thought: “ If Nigel were here, how content 
I should be.” 

Nigel_Nigel—Nigel. That was her obsession. 

Tones and words and emotions throbbed in her 
memory. Marian could see him as he had been at 
each of their meetings, and as if he were still speak¬ 
ing she could continuously hear his declared opinions 
—expressed in that ardent voice that so moved her. 
Always her vision of him was a happy one. She 
found herself smiling. Never did there come the 
quick painful rushing of a glimpsed antagonism. All 
was happy and charming. Until their last encounter, 
when there was still no jarring note in her memory, 
but only a kind of remorse and a defensive bewilder¬ 
ment. 

She longed for their meeting. That he would 
come again Marian did not question. Although she 
might nervously dread such a meeting her heart both 
demanded and expected it. There was never in her 
mind the sense that Nigel had gone for ever. If 
there had been that, her pain would have been almost 
unbearable. She continued to look with confidence 
to their restored intimacy. 

II 

At last it was Thursday, and she had a long day 
in the July sunshine. The garden had never been 
more lovely, and she was out-of-doors during the 
whole of the morning. In vain did she strain long¬ 
ing ears to catch the most distant hum of Nigel’s car. 
A bumble-bee blundering about neighbouring flowers 
made her start. Other sounds, the far-distant lowing 
of a cow, the happy twittering of the birds, made the 
countryside appear full of inexhaustible energy. 
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Everything in the garden was still, but a breeze 
moved the leaves upon upper branches of the tall 
poplars. Butterflies flickered about the lawn; a 
dragonfly whipped brilliantly before her eyes. List¬ 
lessly, Marian heard and saw it all—the endless 
current of the July day. It would go on if she were 
not there. Her presence was only a part of the 
whole scene, an insignificant part to everything 
except herself. She felt remote from the world, lost 
in one of its backwaters. Bitterly she was assailed 
by that sense of uselessness to which her attention 
had first been drawn in Cherry’s energetic company. 

With a quick sting of jealousy, Marian realised 
that Cherry’s energy was no more fruitful than her 
own calm. Cherry wasted her physical energy at 
the bidding of her restless nerves. She was like 
every other young animal, exulting in her youth and 
wantonly scattering its marvels because they seemed 
as plenteous and recurrent as the golden hours. 
Was she so to be envied? Marian thought not. If 
it had not been for her present malaise she would 
have continued to pity Cherry. It was a sign of 
weakness that Marian's pity had for a moment given 
way before her longing for the lost power to be 
imprudent. Prudence, caution — those September 
qualities so extolled by all mediocre philosophers— 
were without savour. Having them, Marian rebelled 
against her possessions, because they had so long 
ago mastered her impulses. The victory was always 
to youth. Alas! 

The morning was gone. Strange that she should 
so have counted upon his coming! Was it her need 
alone that had provoked such an intuitive certainty ? 
How could Marian tell ! Upon awaking, she had 
thought to explain a new sense of happiness by this 
expectation. If he did not come, what was she to do? 
In another week, he would be gone; and then they 
could not meet again until September. A chill stole 
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upon her. Of course he must come—if it were only 
to say good-bye. But why had he not come before ? 
Was this a cruelty, or a feeling of humiliation ? She 
was racked by fresh doubts, miserably affected by all 
the thoughts which her quick brain so mischievously 
obtruded upon her attention. The afternoon drew 
slowly to its end. She waited. In vain. When the 
hour came for her evening meal she had entirely lost 
heart. It was too late. He would not come now. 
Sober and chagrined, Marian sat alone, stupid with 
disappointment. 

Ill 

The evening was beautifully warm and fragrant. 
Drawn by its loveliness, Marian pulled back the 
curtain that had hung across the open french 
windows, and stood looking out into the twilight. 
The sky was almost mauve, and faint stars glistened. 
The trees looked very dark, because they were so 
dense and because they stood out against the pale 
sky. There was no noise. Tempted farther by the 
quietness, Marian went out into the garden, walking 
slowly, as if she were dreaming. In her light dress 
she looked almost spectral in that dimness. 

It was nearly ten o’clock. The servants had all 
gone to bed. She was alone. She stood looking 
hither and thither, at the flowers and into the 
distance, so gently curtained by the falling night. 
For a time she had no thought of her loneliness; and 
then a small timidity, due perhaps to no more than 
a flutter of air upon her cheek, caused Marian to 
resolve that she would stay no longer. She turned 
accordingly towards the house, walking with her 
head bent, seeing the grass mysterious before her, 
very soft and colourless in the general grey. 

She had taken only a few steps when the tiniest 
sound caught her ear. She stood quite still, listen- 
ing. It had been the click of a latch, carried on the 



SUMMONS 


179 


stillness, but unmistakable. She thought it must be 
the latch of the gate leading from the road to the 
house, and moved to a point from which she could 
command the gravel drive. With a tremor she dis¬ 
covered that her guess had been correct. There was 
a figure within the gate. Excited, and a little 
frightened, Marian went forward. The figure was 
that of a man. He appeared to be leaning a bicycle 
against a tree. As she watched him, the man stood 
upright, and came quietly towards her. Marian did 
not stop, but went on, her nerves quivering, but her 
courage now high. The man suddenly raised his 
hand. He took his cap off, and carried it as though 
to attract her attention. Then only did instinct tell 
her that this was Nigel. 


IV 

“ Don’t be frightened, Marian,” he called softly. 

“Nigel!” Her cry was choking. They were 
immediately afterwards together. 

“ It’s a terrible hour to come. I have to go away 
very early in the morning. I only knew just after 
dinner, and I cycled over. Is your husband here ? ” 

“No. In town. What is it? ” 

“ Can we walk in the garden ? ” They turned 
again, surrounded by the mysterious gloom. “ Look 
here, Marian. This is just between us, you under¬ 
stand . . .” 

“ Yes, yes.” 

“ My father wrote to me yesterday—a long letter 

_saying that he thought I’d better go back to town 

at once. He promised to telegraph if it was 
necessary j and he’s done so. I can t go to-night. 
It’s too late. But I must be at the office in the 
morning. Marian, you know that a man like my 
father has all sorts of ways of hearing things that we 
don’t hear. He’s . . . well, you must let me say 
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that, and take it for granted, because I know it is so 
. . . He’s somehow got the idea—I don’t know how 
—that there is danger of a war, a big war.” 

“ A what ! ” Marian was aghast. “ But why ? ” 

“ I don’t know. You see, I’ve been down here. 
I’ve been seeing no papers at all. And no people, 
either. He may have heard it at his club. There’s 
always club-chatter. Or privately. In all sorts of 
ways. I know nothing. But he’s not an alarmist. 
If he says there’s a danger, it’s likely. So he wants 
me back at once, because we’ve got commitments all 
over the world . . 

“ But, Nigel! Not a war that . . . England . . .” 

“ I don’t know. It seems impossible. If there’s 
anything, you’ll hear of it. If it’s nothing, then my 
going won’t mean anything. You mustn’t feel 
troubled at all about it. I tell you so as to explain 
why I’m going. I’ve only told uncle and aunt—and 
now you. I couldn’t bear to go without seeing you. 
I had to come. Not to worry you with fears, or 
about myself . . .” 

“ Nigel! ” Marian put her hand quickly to his arm. 
All her fears for him were alert. 

“Just to say good-bye . . . until September.” 

“No more ? ” She was breathless. 

“ No. Until September. I couldn’t bear to go 
without seeing you . . 

“ Of course not.” Although her voice was un¬ 
steady, Marian was urgent. “ Why haven’t you been 
before.” 

Nigel did not speak at once. She heard his breath 
drawn deep. 

“Would you have cared for me to come?” he 
asked. “ I thought you were tired of me.” 

They were standing very close together now, their 
arms and shoulders touching. 

“Why should you think that?” asked Marian, in 
a strange, heavy voice. She could hardly see his 
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face. He seemed in this light so impassive, and his 
whole manner was so changed, that he was a different 
man from the Nigel she had understood a week ago. 
He was older; not sanguine now, but in the grip of 
some emotion more resolute than his old eagerness. 
His voice chilled her with foreboding. 

“ I don’t know,” said Nigel, slowly. “ I wish I did 


know.” 

“ it’s not true,” Marian told him. “ I m anxious 
about you now.” 

Impulsively she moved away from him, and they 
continued to walk together in silence. Novv they 
were in the shadow. Marian could not think of 
anything that she could say which would not pre¬ 
cipitate some event which she dreaded. 

“ I can’t realise the possibility you speak of, she 
cried. “ A war seems such an cut-of-date thing. 
Isn’t it possible that when you get to London you 
may find it’s all nothing? And in that case wont 
you be able to come back here? It seems such a 

shame to break your rest.” , J . T , , 

“ I don’t know. Marian, to anybody but you Id 
pretend. I’d pooh-pooh the whole thing. Id 
promise to come back in a couple of days. To you 
I can’t. I don’t think I could ever pretend to you. 
So I want you to know that my father’s not a chap 
to take an alarm without reason. D’you see. I can 
only tell you what he’s said to me. And that s very 


Ut «I see, of course. It’s only that I can’t grasp it. 

That I’m* so sorry you’re going.” 

“You are sorry?” he questioned, with a little 

break in his voice. “ Marian. I’ve been thinking you 
might be . . . well, mildly glad for me to go 

“Why?” Marian did not recognise that hard 

voice of hers. , 

Nigel suddenly put his arms round her. 1 hey 

stood in the shadow, their hearts beating very fast, 
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breast to breast, excited and in discomfort. Then 
Marian’s hands gently pressed him away. Nigel’s 
arms slackened ; but they did not cease to embrace 
her. 

“No,” whispered Marian. “No, Nigel. I’m so 
sorry, my dear.” 

They stood apart, not looking at each other. 
When Nigel spoke his voice was quite low and 
dry. 

“ You see,” he said huskily. “ After all, it’s better 
that I should go.” 

Marian could not answer him. She was stifling, 
her breast rising with the sadness and agitation of 
her heart. She could not tell how great his unhappi¬ 
ness might be: hers was overwhelming. 

“ Yes,” she went on, trying to be wise, trying to be 
composed, and her voice painfully thin and unsteady. 
“ It’s really best that you should go. Much the best. 
There may be no need for you to go . . . Your 
father may be wrong. I hope—oh, I hope he is. 
But if you stayed, if you came back . . .” She 
could bear no more. “I’m glad you came. It’s a 
relief to me. There needn’t ever be a misunder¬ 
standing between us. But you must go now. I 
don’t think I can . . 

Uncontrollably she raised her arms, and was 

close against him once more, her eyes closed and 

her lips offered for his kiss. It was their parting ; 

and the kiss was long. Nigel kissed her cheek and 

her breast. Neither spoke. Perhaps their hearts 

were too full. Perhaps Nigel was puzzled, perhaps 

entirely convinced by her assumption that they could 

never be lovers. Who could tell? Not Marian. 

Again they kissed, silent and passionate. Then 

once more they separated, and went back towards 

the house. Within a few minutes Nigel was gone. 

The night was silent again, and Marian was 
alone. 
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V 

Only later, when she was in her bedroom, did 
Marian awake from her dream. She shuddered 
deeply: and stood with a feeling of exhaustion over¬ 
powering her. She was utterly weary. Her mind 
was lethargic, as though she had been drugged. She 
could see nothing, had no thought of going to 
bed or of undressing, but stood there trembling, her 
lips very dry, hands tightly clasped. Nigel was gone. 
She had sent him away uncertain still of her love. 
And all because her love was so great. It was not 
cowardice that had made Marian deny herself; nor 
any sense of moral duty to Howard. She had not 
thought of Howard. That would come on the 
morrow. Only some instinct had made her see the 
impossibility of continued love between herself and 
Nigel. She had followed her instinct. And this was 

the result. • 

At last terrible physical anguish seized Marian. 

She knelt beside her bed, her arms stretched help¬ 
lessly across the counterpane. She could endure no 
more The pride which had supported her hitherto, 
when alone and with Nigel, was no longer operative. 
Passionately moved, she was abject before the agony 
of her parting with the one man who could give her 
happiness. Long dry sobs shook her body. She 

was without hope. 




BOOK THREE: MARIAN 


CHAPTER I 

SLOANE STREET 

I 

T HE Forsters’ flat was in Sloane Street, and 
in September it was to this flat that they 
migrated. The first shock of the oncoming of 
war had passed. The first dark days of fear and 
improvisation were over, and had been succeeded by 
the still darker days of reality. Past was that first 
thrilling Sunday when hoarse-voiced men stirred 
every home with their shouts of “ British Cavalry in 
Action.” Not yet had the scourge of intoxicated 
gaiety fallen upon the land, when every night was an 
orgy, justified by the sense that time for living was 
short and the temptations of the moment irresistible. 
There were still large bodies of apathetic people, 
wondering what the war was about, angrily debating 
the freedom of Belgium, the doctrine of deliberate 
preparedness or unpreparedness, the fitness of 
ministers to conduct colossal operations, the mora¬ 
torium, etc. No general realisation of the full 
horrors in store for the world was as yet apparent. 
The first panic was subsiding. England was feeling 
its feet. 

And the Forsters came to London as though not 
even war could affect their habits. They came to 
Sloane Street as they had done for six or seven 

185 



i8 6 


SEPTEMBER 


years, without definite plans, but because they had 
done it before. Howard had endured the first dread 
of business failure, and was beginning to realise that 
if all went as it promised to do shipbroking would 
stand the strain of war-time. He could not foresee 
that its profits would increase beyond all expectation. 
The war filled his mind. His talk was all about the 
war, about generals and forces, recruiting, club gossip 
and unity. He settled into a rut of argument and 
assertion, from which nothing could shake him. He 
was one of the first to abandon his superficial 
Liberalism. He bought all the newspapers and 
argued about them. With Marian he did not argue. 
He almost disliked her, she thought, for being cooler 
and more resolute in criticism than he was himself. 
He found her questions embarrassing, because he 
knew too little of international affairs to enable him to 
answer questions at all. His reliance upon Russia, 
his hostility to Marian’s distrust (due to her inherent 
Liberalism) of Russia’s Eastern claims, produced in 
Howard strange emotional waves that took the 
form of vehement angers. And in anger he could 
not argue with Marian. He was at too great a 
disadvantage, as an angry person will always be in 
face of one who is slow to anger. 

Marian was very quiet. Her view of the war was 
entirely personal. She at once visualised battlefields 
and bloody wounds. Not immediately did she feel 
the impulse to work for the relief of suffering ; and so 
she was dumbly afraid of what was going to happen 
in thousands of households. She foresaw pain and 
calamity, young happiness destroyed, all the agony 
of those who lost men they loved. A bitter sense 
of impotence pervaded her. Gripping her heart 
there was always the knowledge that she might 
lose Nigel. 
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II 

For the first few weeks of the war she had not 
realised this danger. She knew that, however high- 
spirited, he was cool in action. If his father had sent 
for him it was because he was needed in the business. 
His eyes, she thought, would keep him out of the 
army. If the first vague fear occurred to her she dis¬ 
missed it. She was not one of those Spartan women 
who began from the first to send young men into the 
firing line. She was too acutely sensitive to feel that 
there was cause for pride in their attitude. Hating 
war, she at first desired only to keep it at a distance 
from those she loved—in fact, from Nigel. That 
Nigel was perturbed about his own course of action 
she knew from his letters. It appeared that he was 
in several minds. He dreaded any imputation of 
cowardice; his strong sympathy with other young 
men filled his heart with a wish to be of their brave 
number; his temperament as strongly revolted from 
the thought of war as the final argument in human 
affairs. For a time he seemed likely to be swept by 
the deluge ; but when it became known that more 
men had volunteered for the army than could be fed 
and clothed and armed, his first impulse gave way to 
one that was more temperate. He worked without 
check in his father’s business, and for that time, at 
least, seemed to be executing his immediate task. 
Nevertheless, the knowledge of danger was never 
absent from Marian’s sick heart. Every letter from 
Nigel was opened with dread. When she came to 
London it was her first thought to see him and 
to ascertain from himself what the actual possibilities 

were. , , , , , 

In these weeks Marian had grown older, bhe had 

lost a little colour, and was pale. Her eyes were 
darker her mouth more constantly closed. She 
spoke ’ less, and thought less; but she felt more. 
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Never had she felt so intensely and with such bitter 
pain. The pain seemed to sink into her heart, that 
suffered always from a feeling of oppression. If she 
was superficially patient, she was, when alone, given 
over to moods of passionate despair. The fact that 
she could never express her feelings exacerbated 
them and increased in solitude their power over her. 
For the first time in her life Marian found herself in 
moments of introspection subject to fits of hysteria. 
Deeply shocked, she exerted the most violent self- 
control, only to find that it provoked physical reactions 
the more severe. It was for this reason that she 
desperately welcomed the change to London. Here, 
at least, she would see Nigel. Here, too, she would 
perhaps find sanity and occupation. In the country 
the suspense had been almost unendurable. Nothing 
could be worse than that. Even the pain of seeing 
Nigel would be nullified by the great joy it would 
carry with it. It was in this mood that Marian came 
to Sloane Street in 1914. In this mood and another 
which at times was one almost of recklessness. 

Ill 

For a few days the new surroundings and the need 
for her attention to many details of household 
arrangement kept her mind busy. The war was a 
hideous background—not, as yet, a preoccupation ; 
and the conflicting rumours which at that time kept 
most London tongues wagging had no place in her 

. , _ was remote from the war. Almost, 

in these days, she was remote from life. The flat, 
however clean, required attention. She dined alone ; 
she went out alone; she worked and suffered with no 
sense of community with others. Her drawing-room, 
a large one, required rearrangement. Her dining¬ 
room needed transformation into something less like 
a board-room. She was busy—not happy, but 
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simply involved in the daily tasks preliminary to 
ordinary settlement. As yet, air-raids had not 
become a feature of London nights : the streets were 
not yet darkened sufficiently to make the evenings a 
distress to the sensitive spirit. 

Then, after a time, Marian began reaching out to 
old associations. She wrote to friends, and called 
upon them and received calls. She shopped. At 
first hesitant about theatres and entertainments, she 
found herself recognising that even amid wars—as 
amid revolutions—the ordinary social life of a people 
continued with as near an approach to normality as 
circumstances allowed. And so she once more read 
the lists of plays to be seen, of concerts to be given. 
She found that dances were proceeding, and other 
revels. Uniforms became more numerous in the 
streets ; but they were not as yet the common wear. 
Girls and women had not become khaki-clad. They 
were thoughtlessly emotional, fevered with the war 
and with the excitement of events ; but only a few of 
them seemed to have undertaken more than the 
manufacture of comforts for the troops. And so 
it appeared to Marian that life had not greatly 
changed, but was very much as she had always 
known it. 

She wrote to Alice Mant. She wrote to many 
others whom she usually saw at this season. For 
days she hesitated about writing to Nigel, until she 
received from him a letter which had been addressed 
to Hippeswell. Then at last she sent him a note, to 
say that she was in London. It was a note that cost 
her more pains than any letter she had ever written. 
For it was essential that it should say no more, and 
convey no more, than that she would be glad to see 
him if and when he was able to come. The note 
was dispatched. Marian waited. The posts became 
ordeals. Each morning she eagerly turned over the 
letters that had arrived, a pain at her heart, and the 
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pain deepening at each disappointment. Every day 
brought her new pain nowadays. 

IV 

After three days, Marian was in a state of almost 
absolute dejection. She could not understand Nigel's 
silence. Again and again she read his letter, trying 
to discover in what he wrote some explanation of the 
later silence. She could find none. The letter was 
characteristic, and contained nothing at all which 
could be interpreted as showing a disinclination to 
see her. It ran : 

“ My dear Marian, —It seems so long since your 
last letter that I must ask how you are and what you 
are doing. Are you in London now? Do tell me. 
I have been terribly busy, on very uninteresting work, 
all connected with shipping and food, because it seems 
that shipping and food are among the most important 
things in modern war. I used to think that battles 
were won by fighting. This is not so, at any rate 
modern battles. They are won by maps and auxiliary 
services—and the greatest element of all seems to lie in 
transport and food. In fact, superficially, modern war¬ 
fare strikes me as horribly inglorious. For one thing 
it is on such a large scale, and is so much a question 
of mathematics and commissariat that the individual 
soldier doesn’t seem to count at all. Very likely 
that’s just—as I said—a superficial view. I can’t tell. 
But it reconciles me a little to the part I’m playing. 
Do you know, I’ve lost some of the feeling that I ought 
to be in the war in an active sense. I’ve never pre¬ 
tended to you that I wanted to be a soldier and kill 
my fellow-men. I don’t. But, like every other man 
I know. I’m horribly afraid of being thought a phys¬ 
ical coward. Why that should be, I don’t know. 
It seems to me to be primitive. There is so much 
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strutting about in uniform, and the rewards of enlist¬ 
ment are so palpable—I’ll tell you what I mean when 
we meet. All the women and girls seem to be mad 
to secure the enlistment of all the men they know. 
They begin, at times, to show extraordinary activity 
to that end. That’s another primitive thing, I 
suppose. A great deal of the booming of war is very 
insidious, and I’m not impervious to it. I do have, 
often, a fighting thrill myself. I imagine guns, and 
skirmishes, and savage fighting with a sort of passion. 
Then, immediately afterwards, I get—not craven, but 
coldly cynical about the whole thing. I talk to my¬ 
self about the origins of the war, and find myself 
talking about financiers and the sacrificial instinct 
and the herd instinct, as if I really could detach 
myself from the excitements of other people. When 
any old man begins to talk about the good that is to 
come out of the war, the improvement in morals, in 
physique, and so on, I seem to get contemptuous. I 
don’t believe that. Do you ? I mean, I don’t think 
improvement comes out of all this loud talk and 
violent destruction. I’d far rather the simple issue 
wasn’t clouded by all this sophisticated assertion. It 
seems to be merely so much propaganda, suggested, 
perhaps, by newspaper articles, but at bottom dictated 
by beastly cowardice. I don’t know. My head is in 
a swim. I don’t know what I think. You don’t tell 
me what you think. I wish you would do so. You 
seem so awfully far away from me, as though you 
could see everything without losing your head. I 
wish you would tell me what you think. Are you 
satisfied with me? Couldn’t you just say—as man 
to man—what your real view is? I’m not a coward ; 
but I'm not a swaggerer either; and I want so much 
to do what is right. In so many words, I want to do 
what you think is right. Forgive me. I know I must 

not say that. So I do say it. 

“ Since I saw you I have been thinking a great 
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deal. Partly, of course, about you—knowing you 
had made a tremendous difference in my life, and in 
my way of thinking and acting. You must let me 
say that. It is so funny that when I write to you I 
seem to feel that I am talking to you, and very 
anxious to be quite truthful. You remember I said I 
could never tell you a lie, or pretend. That is quite 
true. I couldn’t. That’s why I’ve tried to say how 
I feel about the war. I know I can’t say anything 
profound about it; but for me the war boils down to 
the problem of my own conduct. Is it a weaker 
thing to give way to the extraordinary moral pressure 
of opinion that is driving so many men into the army, 
or to ignore opinion and do as my father says? He 
wants me to stay here—not because he’s a fool or a 
coward, but because he needs my help. But those 
are only minor details, in a way. I don’t at present 
see danger to those I care about, and I can’t help 
feeling that the people who own the country, who are 
crying out for protection, would be all the better for 
some humiliation and suffering. That also is a minor 
detail. What it comes down to is that I care nothing 
for the wealth of the British Empire, or the pre¬ 
dominance of British trade; but am most deeply 
affected by the thought of other men of my age- 
good chaps, and brave and honest—going to the war, 
perhaps to be killed ; and my sense of comradeship 
with them, not because they speak the same language, 
but because they are men so like myself. With me it 
isn’t the herd instinct, I think, but an instinct to share 
whatever ills these chaps are going to suffer. Marian, 
I think it’s a difficult thing to be a young man, and a 
young man with brains, in war-time. Brains are 
almost always a burden in common affairs. It’s not 
so much that they produce vacillation, though they 
may do that; but that they make one scrutinise one’s 
self so closely. You, I think, have found a harmony, 
a way of being always at peace with your own soul. 
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That’s so hard for me. I am by turns sceptical and 
sanguine. Sometimes my brains are in command. 
Then I’m cold and self-conscious. And then the 
next minute some other thing in me is dominant, 
and my brains are pushed aside. I really am an 
invertebrate creature, I suppose; yet I don’t think 
that. I only envy you your wisdom and tranquillity. 
You know, I think you are rather fortunate not to 
have this continuous battle within yourself. I know 
it is due to some great quality in yourself, but it must 
be a very beautiful thing to have such a power of— 
what can I call it?—tranquillity, or self-control, or 
soul-harmony, or wise detachment? I don’t know. 
You are a marvel! Do please write to me soon, and 
tell me where you are. Nigel.” 

When Marian first read this letter her bitter smile 
at its concluding lines had remained fixed for several 
moments. But when she re-read the letter she was 
no longer bitter. She only felt that her heart was 
soft towards the writer, so ingenuously accepting her 
tranquillity as a fact. She was full of staring pride 
at his confidence in her, humble before it; and her 
brain was at work upon the problem of Nigel's 
character. If she closed her eyes she could see him 
quite clearly; and that was what made her thoughts 
of him warm and vivid. To Marian he was known— 
not in the events of his days, but in his essential 
nature. Her knowledge of him grew imperceptibly 
day by day, as though her first imagining had gained 
the power to attract and incorporate all the little 
detached perceptions that swarmed in and just out¬ 
side her attention. She was like a patience-player, 
turning up a fresh card which transmogrifies the 
whole array of cards already known. Every thought < 
of Nigel explained other thoughts and gave them 
coherence and clearness. And Nigel thought of her 
as living in a harmony of brain and sense and spirit! 

13 
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Poor boy! How fortunate that he was blind ! For¬ 
tunate ! Did not her heart say, unfortunate ? 

V 

On the third day, when she was re-reading her 
letter, by now so precious and so familiar, Marian 
was surprised to find Howard quite near to her. She 
must have been too absorbed to hear his approach. 
She had no impulse to conceal the letter, but looked 
up with a rather abstracted air. Howard sat heavily 
down. 

“I’m tired,” he said. “Aren’t you tired?” He 
seemed dispirited. 

“ I don’t think more than usual. I’ve had an inter¬ 
esting afternoon.” 

“ Have you. That’s good. I wish I had. Who’s 
your letter from ? ” 

“This one? Nigel Sinclair.” 

Howard nodded, acquiescingly. He was not at all 
inquisitive by nature. For a moment he made no 
comment. Then he casually asked : 

“ Is he in the army yet ? ” 

Marian’s heart went cold. It immediately began 
to beat terribly. She had to moisten her lips before 
answering. 

“ No. No, he’s not,” she said, quite quietly. Surely 
Howard would hear her heart! To her relief he 
remained unaware of the storm of emotion which his 
question had aroused. Half to himself he muttered: 

“ Hn. Then he ought to be. What’s the matter 
with him ? Anything ? ” 

Marian smiled faintly, folding the letter, and keep¬ 
ing it lightly clasped in her hand. 

“ He had been ill, you remember,” she said, in a 
grave voice. “ Isn’t it a matter for himself? ” 

Howard frowned. He looked at his hands. His 
voice was wholly changed. 
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“ You’d have thought so,” he admitted. “ At least, 
at any other time you’d have thought so. Not now. 
Things are too serious. He’s probably got good 
reasons. He’s not the sort of young fellow to shirk, 
I should think.” 

“No,” agreed Marian. “ He doesn’t shirk. Howard, 
I’m glad you said that.” 

Howard said nothing. He looked at her once, and 
then got slowly up from his chair. For a moment or 
two he stood about near the table, as if uncertain 
what to do. Finally, he was going out of the room, 
and checked himself at the door. 

“Oh, by the way,” he said. “I met Tom Mant 
this morning. Have you seen Alice?” 

“ No.” Marian’s tone was almost wondering, so 
irrelevant did his question seem. 

“ I asked them all to dinner on Friday. I thought 
you . . . wouldn’t mind.” 

He then went slowly out of the room, leaving 
Marian alone with her letter. 



CHAPTER II 


THE DANCE 

I 

T HAT same evening, when she was sitting 
alone after dinner, there came a ring at the 
door, and Edith, the maid who was always 
taken to London, ushered in a gay party of six or 
seven people. These were the Twelters, with a couple 
of young subalterns attached to the younger girl 
members of the family. The Twelters were old 
friends, in whose company Marian had often spent 
hours of superficial enjoyment. They were people 
who had no idea in life but the desire for gaiety. 
They danced through the winter; they attended re¬ 
gattas and race meetings; they dropped their g’s; 
and in fact did all that they thought smart people 
did. But theirs was not vicious smartness. The 
girls were not rakes, nor the men cads: both alike 
were merely silly and thoughtless. To them smart¬ 
ness was the breath of life because they had enough 
money to enjoy it and had not enough imagination 
to support life without constant excitement. Marian 
found their society not at all disagreeable ; but she 
did not seek it, and when she had once seen them 
had no subsequent wish to renew an acute pleasure. 
Anybody else would have felt the same. The Twelters 
had thus a floating acquaintance, and never noticed 
that their friends were never in general the same for 
» two years running. Only to Marian did they cling, 
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because they liked her and because she resembled 
themselves in no single respect. 

The party, pouring into the room, began talking in 
laughing high-pitched voices. As every member of 
the Twelter family might (behind a cloth) have been 
mistaken for any other member, it was always impos¬ 
sible to distinguish the speakers, or their ages, or their 
sex. They all talked at once, all said the same things, 
all laughed very much at nothing, and all gave the 
impression of being pleasant, brainless, pleasure-loving, 
almost-human creatures. 

“ It’s too bad of us to burst in on you . . . How 
are you, Marian ? . . . Come on, you two boys . . . 
Marian, this is Pip and this is Clem : you know them 
apart because Pip’s got white eyelashes and Clem’s 
got six hairs each side of his upper lip . . . How are 
you, Marian? Isn’t the war . . . Having a rippin ’ 
time. So glad to see you . . . Don’t take any notice 
of her, Marian : how d’you like my little frock ? . . . 
It’s not. Marian, is it too . . .?” The noisy burble 
went on, until at last Marian could not bear the ordeal 
any longer. She quelled them all. She said : ^ 

“ And what is it you want me to do ? I see you’re 
all going on somewhere. Phyllis, you’d better be 
spokesman ! ” 

Phyllis squared her shoulders in a burlesque way, 
and with a mechanical gesture adjusted the ribbon 
that crossed her shoulder. Marian instinctively com¬ 
pared her slimness with the native grace of Cherry, 
with whom Phyllis was exactly contemporary ; and 
Cherry shone brightened in her memory. 

“ We’re going on to a dance, Marian. These boys 
are keen to go. It’s quite a small one. At the 
Waggers—the Wagstaffs, you know. You can come 
away whenever you like. Begins at ten. Do come, 

there’sdear. It’ll be lots o’ fun.” 

“ Oh, but, my dear . . .” She was interrupted by 

general expostulation. 
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“ Must come. Got to come. Must come! ” cried 
everybody, including the subalterns, who were very 
much at home in the group, but who sported under 
their sprightliness a university manner of cultivated 
languor. Marian surveyed the laughing, empty faces. 

“ But what about bed ! ” she cried, laughing. 

“ Come and have a damn’ good time ! ” said Phyllis, 
amid laughter at any suggestion so naive. “ Be a 
sport, Marian.” 

“ ’Member there’s a war on ! ” cried one of the other 
girls. “ Business as usual.” 

“ Be matey ! ” added a young male Twelter. “ We’ll 
look after you ! ” 

Why, he couldn’t be much older than Robert! 
Marian thought. Yet his face was flushed, and his 
eyes glowing with wine, and there was a general 
daredevil look upon him that betokened headlong 
recklessness and the embryonic viveur. 

“ You must\ ” they shouted. 

“ What a rowdy lot you are!” protested Marian. 

“ We’ll paint the Waggers bright red,” promised 
Phyllis. “ It’ll be great sport! Come on, Marian.” 

Allured, it may be, by such a promise, or hopeless 
of making any impression upon such exuberance by 
means other than rudeness, Marian gave in. She 
gave one swift glance round at their faces, and went 
away to find a cloak. The party gave a cheer. It 
disconcerted Marian to find such noisy, boisterous 
people (for the elder Twelters were almost her own 
contemporaries, and yet were as bright as the others) ; 
and even when she was looking for the cloak she 
hesitated further. She did not really want to go. 
Later, she was to wish that she had not gone. 

II 

They all piled into a big car, built to hold six, and 
capable of holding them all. The subalterns were full 
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of languorous vivacity ; the Twelters all talked at 
once. The girls on each side of Marian put their 
arms round her. She felt their bare shoulders against 
her own, and their soft, warm bodies, and the scent 
they used. Deafened by the chatter, she could hear 
no coherent sounds or sentences, and looked from one 
to the other, smiling, but far away from them in 
spirit. She had really nothing to do with such unreal 
people. They had no life. They were like frantically- 
dancing may-flies, leaping and swooping in the air in 
their brief fandango of death. How could she enjoy 
their life? How could she know them, when they 
were all there before her? Marian shrugged a little, 
and the two girls held her more tightly. The car 
raced through the darkened streets. She caught 
small splashes of light through the windows, and a 
growl of traffic. And in the heat and noise of the 
car she sighed from sheer physical exhaustion at so 
much ferocious madcap excitement. 

What is it? Marian asked herself. Why do they 
do it? I couldn’t stand it for a month; yet they, 
because they’re inured to it, can t live without this 
wild shouting and folly; without spending more and 
more money to no purpose; without feverishly ex¬ 
citing themselves every day. They don t absorb it: 
it doesn’t nourish them at all. No wonder they 11 be 
bored when their animal spirits flag. 1 he doses of 
excitement will have to be stronger and stronger. 
They’ll find they must have stimulant. It will be 
first of all this, carried to its farthest pitch; then 
shallow affairs for excitement, and a lot of trumpery 
intrigue and unhappiness. Then they’ll eat and drink 
too much, and smoke too much, and lose their spirits. 
Then it will be, perhaps, drugs. And what s the use ? 
They’re quite innocent people to begin with: they 
only get vicious from being exhausted and neurotic . 
Again Marian shrugged. She had been thinking, as 
though she were surveying a microcosm, simply be- 
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cause she could not be personally of the party. She 
could not enter into the restlessness that drove them 
to semi-articulate speech and slang, without intellig¬ 
ible thoughts, but with only the gabble of their kind. 
And in spite of that, she liked the children, and 
thought they were simple in their outlook upon 
things in general—at bottom better than they would 
ever become in this incessant scramble for distraction. 

Ill 

Her mood persisted when they had reached the 
house of the YVagstaflfs. There the rooms were all 
brilliant with lights and pretty dresses, and to gro¬ 
tesque and syncopated music couples were twisting 
themselves into ungraceful attitudes. As soon as 
Marian went into the room where the dancing was in 
progress she had a little shock. Those closely-clasped 
humans were all absorbed in watching their own steps ! 
However sensual the dancing might be in essence, the 
physical contacts were the merest reward for per¬ 
tinacious endeavour to dance correctly. Marian 
watched the laborious feet pushing their way about 
the floor; and she thought the exhibition deplorable. 
Only one in a dozen of the people there had the least 
notion of dancing, or the real dancing temperament. 
All the rest were performing evolutions. 

“ Really,” thought Marian, suddenly awake. “ I’ve 
come out in a thoroughly nasty and censorious mood. 
Oh, what ugly music! Or is it so ugly, after all ? 
It’s got a sort of ugly fascination. I don't think I 
like it; but I think I might abandon myself to a base 
taste for it! ” 

Her party had left her, after numerous entreaties 
that she would join the dance. Arms were raised, 
hands taken, waists pressed ; and the Twelters joined 
the solemn struggle with the slippery floor. Marian 
at first could hardly stifle a laugh. Then she felt sad. 
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In France men were being killed. On the sea and in 
the mines they were running unspeakable risks in 
unspeakable conditions. And these bodies, sprawling 
together, and making futile passes with clumsy feet, 
were passing the time in a sort of petrified attentive¬ 
ness as far as possible from the delight of the real 
dancer. If dancing be in the blood, as it was in 
Marian's blood, it is an impulse both natural and 
beautiful. The young people before her were as 
ready to dance as were the clods of earth at Hippes- 
well. There was in their bodies none of the sapling 
swaying of the true-born dancer. Marian thought— 
of Cherry. 

How different Cherry’s dancing would be from the 
uninspired gymnastic of this evening! Marian could 
see Cherry in her mind’s eye as graceful as a young 
tree before the wind, as full of spirit and litheness as 
a kitten prancing in the sun. Instinctively she real¬ 
ised that Cherry would love dancing for its own sake; 
not for its skating intricacies or its crude stimula¬ 
tion of physical desire. She wished Cherry could 
have been there. She remembered her small dis¬ 
quisition upon dancing, and pride in her own skill. 
She would be different. She was essentially different 
from this painfully scraping crew of zig-zaggers. 
By an inspiration, Marian found her knowledge 
of Cherry illumined. She knew that she would 
be delighted to see her again. She was eager for 
the meeting on Friday. 


IV 

Presently Marian found a seat; but she no longer 
watched the dancing. Her mind had gone right 
away. She was seeing in a vision all the suffering 
which a great war would cause ; and contrasting it 
bitterly with the scene that strained her eyes at this 
moment. She was resentful of the stupidity in 
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mankind that could let enormous masses of people 
become imbued with the desire to kill each other, 
that set so little value upon reality as to permit this 
incongruous pseudo-calisthenic exercise take the 
place of real endeavour. She had contempt for human 
kind. It was given over to false gods. How much 
better were wise people than silly people! Marian 
became coldly arrogant. She tried to remember a 
phrase from Plato’s “ Republic ” that had pleased her 
when she read it. Something about the greatest 
good. What was it? Had she but known, this was 
the keystone of her own attitude to life. That is to 
say, she had unconsciously, long ago, adopted it as a 
justification of her own temperament. The words 
suddenly flashed into her mind, and she was tran- 
quillised. The chief good is supposed by the 
majority to be pleasure. By the wise it is known to 
be insight. 

It was insight that Marian craved. She incessantly 
sought it. She may have been a dull woman, a 
woman remote from the pursuit of ordinary pleasures ; 
but at least she had this single ideal. And in a 
world given over to war and imbecility she knew 
that, however corrosive her mind might be, her ideal 
at least was deliberate and constructive. She desired 
nothing but the improvement of the world. She 
could accept nothing less than the disinterested 
pursuit of clear and noble ends. All else seemed to 
her to be dust and ashes. 


V 

At last there came a moment in the barren revelry 
when the room began to empty. The Twelters came 
in a body to Marian’s side, hot and flushed, with a 
kind of frenzy in their eyes, as though the fury with 
which they had assiduously performed every necessary 
step had reduced them to maniacal exhaustion. 
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They rushed her into the supper-room, which was a 
wild helter-skelter of noise and clatter. People were 
talking and laughing with silly frenzy. Corks were 
popping, knives and forks knocking against dishes. 
Everything was hot and fervid. Cool drinks, iced 
cakes, cold meats, were shovelled upon the dancers 
with the same hectic irresponsibility. 1 he I welters 
were all at one table, crushed close in that sardine¬ 
like madness that is inseparable from every such 
revel. They were glitteringly, idiotically noisy and 
chattering. Their table was but one of many. Its 
occupants bawled to make themselves heard by one 

“ What a crew!” thought Marian, with distaste. 
She could not see her own face, which was pale with 
tiredness. To her this was all merely orgiastic and 
distasteful. Quite definitely, this was distasteful to 

And then, she became aware that the next table 
was even more rowdy than her own. Young men in 
uniform or evening dress were boisterously laughing, 
drinking, talking. Girls were smoking through the 
meal, puffing even between spoonfuls of ice, their 
legs curling round chairs, their arms sprawling upon 
the table, their dresses cut low, their draperies thin, 
their faces distorted with imbecile glee. All were 
drunk with the noise and excitement. Above the 
din rose an ugly cracked little laugh that was not 
happy, that was excited but not merry, a strange 
dfscordance. The occupants of the next table were 
having in excelsis what the T welters would have 
called^a damn’ good time. That laugh jarred upon 
Marian as nothing had yet done. Pass.onately, she 
sought the laugher, pitying her, feeling sorrythat 
anvbody so young should have such a silly enjoy 
ment of rowdiness for its own sake. The young men 
were idiotic; the girls were boisterous and stupid. 
And the laugher sat with her back to Marian, her 
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pretty neck showing like the stem of some lovely 
flower. Marian’s heart was chilled. 

All at once, moved by some instinct, perhaps, that 
she was being watched, the laugher turned round and 
met Marian’s grave eyes, that were like steel in their 
penetration. It was Cherry. 

VI 

For a moment, and a moment only, Cherry and 
Marian continued to gaze at one another with a 
kind of horror. To both the rencontre was unpleasant. 
To Marian it was the greatest shock she could have 
had. She had all the evening been thinking with 
delight of the difference of Cherry from all those 
whose antics had been so contrary to her ideas of 
what was good and desirable in a world desolated by 
violence and anarchy. And she found Cherry in the 
midst of the assembly, a part of it, as excited and 
unthinking as any of its members. She stared 
bitterly at the flushed face before her, which had 
become so focused that it stood out from all the 
others. Each instant Cherry grew redder. She 
was like a child discovered in a fault. Every sensi¬ 
tiveness within her rose to this accusing glance. 
Rebellion appeared in her, hot and flaming. Then 
it died. She quickly left her chair and came to 
Marian’s side. 

“ Hullo! ” she said, in a greeting which she strove 
vainly to make natural. She pressed close to 
Marian, who rose, still holding her hand. 

“ Cherry! ” she murmured, trying to nullify the 
reproach of her eyes and tone by a little pressure of 
the clinging fingers. 

The noisy Twelters all watched, their voices dying. 
Then they resumed. Cherry’s companions, after first 
directing their hot faces towards Marian, fell back 
to their old chatter. And so Marian and Cherry 
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standing solitary, were unobserved. Marian seemed 
to feel her anger evaporate. Pleadingly Cherry 

whispered: _ , 

“ Marian, come somewhere away from here . . 
“Your friends?” Marian also spoke in a low voice. 

“ They won’t notice. I’m tired. I’ll tell them I’m 
• }) 

** “ gut my dear, you can’t leave them . . Marian 
was expostulatory, not in rebuke, but in considerate¬ 
ness She saw again that flash of hard selfishness in 
Cherry, that blind hatred of any restraint upon her 

inclination. , , ... 

« l can> I must. Marian . . . they re nothing 

t0 Her words were very low, but in their self-defence 
they were earnest. She took Marian’s arm for an 
instant Then she darted back to the other table, 
gave her decision, left her friends staring, and was 
back again beside Marian, who had by that time 
explained matters to the Twelter group. rhc1 ^ 
outcry was subdued instantly. They all nodded and 
smiled with cheerful acceptance of such summary 
conduct. Thus were Cherry and Marian enabled to 
leave the hot, dazzling supper-room together. 

“ Where shall we go ? ” Marian asked 
“ Let’s qo out. Let’s go home! We can walk. 

It’s not far. Oh, Marian, do\" . £ her / y J 
desperately. They exchanged a quick glance, that 
lasted for a perceptible time. Under that pleading 
appeal, and the eager pressure of the young body to 
her side, Marian gave way. It seemed to her that 
Cherry’s need of help—or of forgiveness—was urgent. 

Sh .fvery d well,” she said. “ We’ll go. We’ll get our 

Cl0 Her ”arm was held for an instant in gratitude; 
then released, it fell gently back, and they crossed 
the almost deserted dancing-room together. 



CHAPTER III 


THE WALK 
I 

W ITHIN five minutes they were out of the 
house, and in the dark streets. Above them 
the sky was hidden by clouds, which made 
it at first difficult to see a pathway into the blackness. 
Closely linked, they walked together at a rapid pace; 
and Cherry gave little convulsive jerks at Marian’s 
arm. Presently, in a muffled voice, she spoke. 

“ I know you think I’m a beast,” she said. “ I am. 
And yet I’m not.” 

“ I hated that,” Marian said, equally confessing. 
“ That place.” 

“ So did I. I don’t really like it. I don’t.” When 
Marian did not answer, because she could not truth¬ 
fully and unwoundingly do so, Cherry went on, her 
voice harder; “ I see. You think I do.” 

“ I thought you seemed to,” ventured Marian. 

“I know. Oh, what can I do!” Her arm grew 
limp. There was dejection in her voice. “ I do like 
it. And yet directly I saw you I knew I didn’t 
really like it. I couldn’t bear your . . . your seeing 
me there. I’m not ashamed—yes I am, though. I 
am ashamed. I don’t know why, or what of. To¬ 
morrow I shall ... I expect I shall resent it, and go 
back to it because I . . . Marian, you understand me.” 

“ Cherry, dear. If I say I do, and then show I 
don’t.” 
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“ But you do? 

«I want to. Why haven’t you written to me ? 

Have you been wretched ? ” 

“ Oh no. Not at all. It was just seeing you ! ” 

Marian gave a small mirthless laugh. 

“ What a wet blanket I must be ! ” she cried. 

“ You’re not! ” It was affectionate, defensive. All 
Cherry’s candour was aroused. “ It’s not that at all. 
Though I do mind what you think of me. Marian, 
it’s no good talking to me about myself—I mean, no 
good telling me what I ought to do. I’m incorrigible. 
Mother says I’m ‘ out of hand.’ I am. But I really 
can look out of myself. I’m not so silly as to think 
a thing like this is—good. But I like it.” 

The violent contradictions of this speech were a 
key to the perplexities which Marian had in her own 

mind to encounter and reconcile. „ 

“ I’m so afraid of making you think me . . . If 
Cherry had been affected by Marian, and afraid of 
Marian’s misinterpretation of her nature, was it not 
strange that Marian should feel a corresponding fear? 
She resumed, hastily: “Well, I was horrorstruck at 
seeing you so rowdy. I didn’t like it. 1 hat s every¬ 
thing. I’m not going to scold you, because that 
would be idiotic. But I wish all sorts of things and 
I like you best when you’re as you are now. 1 hat s 
the way I like to think of you.. My dear, I think 
you so much better than those idiotic people, breath- 
lessly watching their steps and sprawling in each 

other’s arms.” , , 

Cherry was quite silent. Marian could not perceive 

whether she was moved and understanding, or meiely 

rebellious at such questioning of her own conduct. 

They walked for some way without further speech. 

Then Cherry, perhaps unable to bear any feeling of 

distance, said in a tone of confidence: 

« Yes. I am better than they are. In some ways. 

I’m very like them.” 
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“ The truth is,” Marian whispered in her ear, half- 
laughing, but not unmoved, “the truth is that you 
ought to be well shaken, you know ! ” 

II 

To herself, she was saying, almost with indignation : 

« The idea ! The idea ! ” But Cherry invited love; 
and that, together with a perception of her genuine 
quality, must be Marian’s defence. She spoke again 
presently, ignoring their previous talk. ^ 

“ What have you been doing lately ? ” 

The reply was listless, as though it was given with 

a sort of shrugging. __ . 

“Oh, nothing. Playing about, mostly. That s the 

sort of girl I am.” 

“An egoist,” thought Marian. But she did not 
say the words aloud. Instead, she said: “ Don t you 
think you make the worst of yourself? Or at least, 
make yourself out rather worse than you are?” 

“ D’you think I do?” Again that listless tone. 

“ Marian, I’m so tired.” 

“At twenty-one. I’m thirty-eight. Don t you 

think I ought to be tired ? ” 

“No,” came the surprising answer. “ I’m not a bit 

sorry for you really.” 

“ You want me to be sorry for you.” 

“No I don’t!” came the quick response. “Not at 
all. What’s being sorry l Being contemptuous ! I 
only want you to understand me. People don’t do 
that. It’s such a rare thing. Oh, I don’t know what 
I’rr. talking about. I’m such a mixture of things, 
that sometimes I feel almost mad. And then, when 
I think of you so indifferent . . .” 

“ So indifferent! ” Marian could not repress her 
interruption. f 

" So apart from everything. . . . Of course you re 
not. And I know you’re not. We only go back to 
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the old attempt to define things we can’t define. I’m 
too tired to think properly. I’ve been dancing every 
night this week.” 

“ I see,” said Marian, with a frown. Her head 
jerked in impatience. Here was this little idiot 
wasting evening after evening in this imbecile pastime, 
liking to do it, quickly sensitive to any suggestion 
that it was folly. With brains enough to see that 
there were other goods, she had not sufficient will to 
divorce herself from this one, or to take it in modera¬ 
tion. She could never attain peace of soul because 
some vicious impulse in her drove out all other 
inclinations. Instead, having indulged her craving 
for excitement, she was enjoying now the neurotic 
and hysterical pleasure of subsequent self-demolition. 
That way was the way taken by drunkards, drug- 
takers, and religieuses. It was intolerable as a kind 
of conduct. Indignation for a time clouded Marian’s 
mind. Resolutely, she put from her this matter, 
intent only on leaving Cherry at her own home. 

‘•You’re coming to see us on Friday,” she said. 
“You’re all coming to dinner. That will be very 

nice.” • ™ • » r 

As if she had not noticed the iron in Marians lace, 

Cherry subsided into naturalness. 

“ Yes,” she answered. “ Lovely. I’ve never been 
to your flat. I’ve wanted to come. You’ve beep in 
it some days, haven’t you ? Mother had a letter.” 

“Which she didn’t answer!” laughed Marian. “I 
shall lecture her for that! ” 

Cherry seemed surprised. 

“Oh,” she said. “How did you know we were 
coming, then ? ” 

Marian’s heart gave a jerk. The speech was a 
significant one. If Cherry had been dancing a great 
deal, and if she thought the invitation had come to 
her mother, and been accepted by her, did not that 
indicate that she had not seen Howard? Was the 

14 
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affair then over ? The thought flushed Marian, and 
instantly restored her confidence in Cherry. She 
could be firm, it appeared. That was something! 
Nay, it was everything. 


Ill 

It was everything, because it showed Cherry in the 
last resort mistress of herself. The sense of respon¬ 
sibility which Marian had for her was reassured. If 
Cherry could break, then whatever her follies she 
would never, in the expressive phrase of the streets, 
“ come a mucker.” She really loved good, and her 
love of base experience was simply due to curiosity 
and vanity. Immediately, Marian was her friend 
again. She no longer hurried. Their common mood 
was once again cordial. Marian wondered if Cherry 
ever guessed at the things that were not said between 
them. She thought that if Cherry knew what some¬ 
times passed in her mind there might be—what ? 
An upheaval? Yes, but only a temporary one. 
She knew that there is an instinct in human creatures 
to recover equilibrium; and in Cherry’s case she 
knew that there would always be an easy way. That 
way would at the lowest be distraction; at the most 
poignant the finally inevitable self-justification which 
would throw any critic into a limbo of inferiority. 

As they walked, their minds cleared. They began 
to look about them, observing little specks of light, 
and stationary or moving vehicles, and passing 
pedestrians. They did not speak for some time, but 
directed bright eyes into the gloom. At last they 
approached Cherry’s home, which was in a square 
off the High Road, Chelsea. 

“You’ll come in,” the girl begged. 

‘ It’s one o’clock,” Marian said. “ How dreadful! 
I mi st hurry back. I didn’t realise how late it was.” 

“D’you call it late?” Cherry said, rather sadly. 
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Marian checked her first impulse to reply teasingly. 
She knew that it would be inopportune, for Cherry 
was in a serious and reflective mood, little adapted to 
the compliment of badinage. 

“ Remember,” she murmured instead, “ I'm just up 
from the ten-o’clock country. In another few weeks 

I shall be used to London hours.” 

“Oh, I wish I was in the country,” Cherry said, 

with a sigh. 

“ The winds will be getting strong; and the leaves 
coming down. Horribly autumnal. You don t really 
like the late summer, Cherry.” 

“ I don’t mind it. Do you ? ” 

Marian felt her breath catch. 

“ I do, rather,” she answered. “ I think it makes 
me feel . . . perhaps as if I were not quite as fresh 

as I used to be.” 

There was a silence. # „ 

“ All the same, I’d like to be in the country, 
Cherry said. “ And with you. Would you like me 

to be with you ? ” , ,, . , 

“ Very much. But I wonder how long you d stand 

it.” 

Marian could not refrain from that dry speech; 
but she was sorry as soon as it was made. It sent 
Cherry thoughtfully indoors. 


IV 

As she walked home, it struck Marian once again 
that the most intimate friends must always be strangers 
to each other. For she could not read Cherry s heait 
so long as it was guarded ; and she could not imagine 
that her own was readable, since she herself was 
unable to understand its vagaries She shrugged a 
little What did it matter? What did anything 
personal matter in the long run ? And yet it was 
the only reality one knew. People turned to outside 
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things because they had no personal life. And a 
personal life was the richest treasure in the world, 
enjoyed only by those in whose natures there was 
some stirring of poetry. Marian pitied the world, 
the workers and the players, the sufferers and the 
exploiters. All of them were helpless in the general 
complex. 

Arrived back in Sloane Street she began to hurry. 
She had remembered that Howard, on returning, 
might have expected to see her; that he might be 
anxious. So she ran the last hundred yards, and 
entered the flat with her key, feeling rather guilty. 
True enough, she found Howard waiting in the 
drawing-room, walking nervously about, and mani¬ 
festly relieved at her arrival. 

“ Oh, there you are ! ” he cried ; and with a genuine 
impulse came forward and helped her off with her 
cloak. “ I was beginning to think ...” 

“ I’m very sorry,” apologised Marian. “ I didn’t 
mean to be so late. The Twelters came and took 
me to a dance.” 

Howard was not at all sulky. He was suddenly 
cheerful. 

“Oh, the Twelters!” he said. “They never 
occurred to me.” 

His relief was so evident that Marian wondered 
what had occurred to him. She gave a little laugh. 
It was so pleasant to find him concerned about her. 

“ I’ve been running,” she rather breathlessly ex¬ 
plained. “ What did you think had happened to 
me?” 

Howard’s voice had a strange note in it. 

“ ) couldn’t imagine,” he observed. “ I only . . . 
You se' I didn’t know where you might have gone. 
And it was so late.” 

He was so remarkably attentive that Marian 
looked at him with a new humorous curiosity. Why, 
Howard was afraid of something. Of what was he 
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afraid? Or of whom? How nice that he should 
be afraid of anything! Her quick mind raced to 

possibilities. „ 

« Didn’t Edith tell you a party had come for me ? 

she ssked. 

«No. I didn’t ask her. I thought ... I 
thought . . .” Howard stammered slightly. There 
was quite a long pause. Then, carelessly, as though 
the name had nothing whatever to do with their 
conversation, he asked: “Have you seen young 
Sinclair since you came up? I thought I saw him 

this evening . . 


CHAPTER IV 
A VISIT FROM NIGEL 


I 


XX TITH Howard’s last words, Marian felt a 
V/V/ quick rise of emotion too hard to be endured 
V ▼ without sign. The blood rose to her cheeks. 
She was stricken with panic. Impossible to tell if 
Howard noticed the blush: her effort to conceal it 


left Marian no opportunity for questioning his per¬ 
ception. She could only turn away her head. 
Where had he seen Nigel? She could not ask. To 
have done so would have been to betray by her 
trembling voice that which she sought to hide. But 
Howard had seen Nigel, and Nigel had not written. 
She could think of nothing but that. She could only 
stand stupidly before Howard, like a child, and the 
blood slowly receded, leaving her quite white, with 
unsteady knees and a heart that seemed like to burst. 

Where had he seen Nigel ? Here, or at a distance? 
Where could it have been ? With a fierce effort 
Marian steadied herself. She looked at the clock, 
and away again. With a sharp little sigh that 
whs meant to be a laugh, she rounded upon 
Howard. 

'roodness, how late it is 1 ” she exclaimed. “ I 
don’t wonder you were anxious. It was thoughtless 
of me. I shall go straight to bed.” 

She retreated; but Howard followed slowly, and 
held the door open for her. At last Marian could 



A VISIT FROM NIGEL 


215 


bear to look up into that tired face, not less palpably 
tired because of its fresh colour. Behind the red 
cheeks there was a greyness. Howard’s eyes were 
the sternly intent eyes of one in pain. But she could 
not at this moment seek to assuage any pain he 
might be feeling. Her own agitation was too great 
She looked no higher than his shoulder, and stood 
veiled and mysterious before him, a secret creature 
capable of baffling one much more subtle than her 
husband. If Howard had known, she was then at 
his mercy, too unnerved to withstand a sudden 
question. With relief she fled from him, her secret 
concealed, her unhappiness known only to her own 
consciousness. Marian felt like one who runs in a 
dark wood from its fearsome silences. She lor the 
first time for many months locked her door, driven 
to the act by panic unreasoning in its rush for 
solitude. When she was alone, and only then, she 
felt safe—safe from intrusion, and safe from self- 
betrayal most tragic. Then, too, her expression un¬ 
guarded, she could at length be natural. Howard 
had seen Nigel, and it seemed that unless she too 
saw Nigel she must infallibly go mad with heartsick 

longing. 

II 

During the remainder of the night, Marian slept 
little Every now and then, overcome with her wish, 
she could not restrain the faint moan that rose to her 
lins If she could have been sure about Nigel she 
felt that she could have slept ; but the thought that 
perhaps he had come to the flat after she had left it 

was torture. Perhaps he had come, and, becaus ^ ^ 
was out, had gone away, disappointed. He might 
come no more In vain did Marian think soberly 
that this might be best for both of them. She was in 
no mood for reasonableness. It was a mockery to 
her desire, now too strong to be kept within bounds. 
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Repressed for so many weeks, it seemed to be shriek¬ 
ing within her. She was a sick woman, trembling 
with all the passionate impulses to love and surrender 
that beset her so unmercifully. She was hot and 
weak and vehement. Love meant to her much more 
than the physical passion of youth. It was an all- 
pervading emotion, which had seized her and driven 
away her resolute defences. No longer was Marian 
the cool judge of life. She was a suffering woman. 
To her the sweet joys of love were denied ; she had 
only the pain. She had never known such aching 
torment. 

Even when dawn was in the room there came no 
release from this agony of doubt. She lay still, facing 
the window. Through the blinds she could see the 
light grow clearer, and the sun’s first ray made a 
brilliant streak upon the wall. Then it faded, as 
slow-moving clouds drifted across the sun’s face. So, 
it seemed, was the story of her love for Nigel. For 
one day, or for two, it had been a happy, unconscious 
thing, flaming unnoticed within her heart. Then had 
come an awakening, an intoxication ; followed quickly 
by her instinctive motion of concealment, of repres¬ 
sion. And now, since the clouds had come, it was 
as though they continually deepened, so that she 
cowered in a world of unhappy frustration. She 
had not even the precarious delight of seeing Nigel, 
of restraining him ; or the thrilling sadness of watch¬ 
ing his love baulked and dying. She was frus¬ 
trate, miserable. And Nigel had perhaps come to 
her . . . 

“ O-oh! ” A long-drawn sigh shook Marian. 
“ What an irony! And what a mad fool I was to 
deny my love ! ” 

With such frantic thoughts did she make admission 
of her weakness. At this moment, in such solitude, 
Marian was no less human than other women. She 
was in the grip of emotion that left her no peace and 
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no self-respect. Her brain was merely the slave of 
her passionate impulses, and was powerless to check 
the flight of her desires. 


Ill 

When it was fully light, and when she was up, 
Marian was still shaken; but she was once again 
miraculously herself. She was ready for any 
emergency, the old Marian, able to meet Howard at 
breakfast and to face any scrutiny that he might 
subject her to. No longer were her nerves in tumult. 
The day had wrought a change in her. Not even 
she could have explained it. The matter was too 
simple. It was pride alone that sustained her. 

The breakfast was quite a gay meal. Relieved of 
his first anxiety about her, Howard was recovered 
from his unwonted feeling of the previous night. 
Before her calm, he grew more tranquil. He, at 
least gave no sign of having penetrated a .secret. 
And Marian, now that the vehement conflict had 
passed, was afraid of no disclosure. She gave him a 
cheerful account of the dance, describing with mimicry 
the invasion of the Twelters and their packed journey 
to the Wagstaffs- house. She pictured the laborious 
foot-scraping of the dancers; the rowdiness of the 
supper; her own bewildered disapproval of the taste¬ 
lessness of the whole demonstration. In memory, 
the entire thing had composed, and was once again 

within focus. She was perfectly ironic. Howard 
laughed roaringly at her account, which made the 
evening microcosmic. He chuckled at everything, 
from her selected snatches of the Twelter conversa¬ 
tion to her physically-illustrated burlesque of the 
dancing she had witnessed, from her laughing tale of 
the supper to the description of her hurried run at 
^he end of the revel. It was all, to him, good fun, 
and Marian, seeing him so amused, gave rein to her 
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ironic gift, which reduced the evening to absurdity 
and raised it to an anatomy of current social life. 

“ Lord, lord! ” Howard ejaculated. “ What a 
crew ! What a crew ! ” Sobering, he continued : 
“ And to think that this sort of thing is going on— 
and that it will go on—when men are being killed 
by the thousand. Thank God the war will be soon 
over. The Russians will end it by Christmas.” 

“ I hope they will,” echoed Marian devoutly. 

“ No question of it. But I’d like some of these 
youngsters to realise a war. It would do them all 
the good in the world.” 

“They weren’t all young, Howard,” put in Marian. 
“ I’d like the old ones to realise it, too. But that 
would need imagination; and you can’t expect many 
people to see things truly, because they don’t want 
to. They’ll never want to. If the war lasted ten 
years, they’d never know. Unless they were 
starving.” 

“ Oh, I think they would,” he objected. 

Marian shook her head. 

“ It’s not human nature to understand suffering 
without experience,” she asserted. “ Most people can’t 
suffer. Perhaps it’s as well. Not real suffering.” 

“You don’t call love suffering? ” Howard asked. 

Marian sharply sighed. A heaviness came upon 
her. 

“ Perhaps,” she admitted. “ I wonder. Some¬ 
times it’s only one’s vanity that suffers. If it weren’t 
for vanity, I wonder how many people would think 
themselves in love.” 

There was a pause. Howard moved uneasily. 

“If you go right back like that,” he said, “you 
v *on’t leave us much, will you ? ” 

i hey did not continue that discussion. It came 
too near both of them, and neither was in the mood 
at this moment to probe beyond superficialities. 
Both wanted to be cheerful, and to forget whatever 
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inner life they might have been enduring while the 
days passed. One cannot always live at a high 

P ‘“= meTc»clud.d. the two .ep.r.teA Howard 

On?y'then*^1 hi" she 1 reahse ^hat^'in"the whole of her 
account of the previous night’s doings she had never 

once mentioned Cherry. 


IV 

When presently, she moved about the room, she 

evening in June when shS ‘ f „ ind by his 

thing unusual m Howard s st ^ h / had he Called 

reference to these cigarettes. What n 
th rmbe^?^r?ictnre\^pafsed from her 
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circumstance put a check upon her activity. She did 
nothing. There was nothing to do, now, except to 
wait. But waiting was hard. Marian went out, and 
walked about the shopping district beyond Sloane 
Square, ordering for the day’s meals, and buying 
some flowers for the table. She returned in an hour, 
feeling weary and unhappy. The shops had provided 
no distraction. Her mind had gone back to its pre¬ 
occupation, and she had seen nothing to nourish her 
healthier interests. But her passion had died. It 
had been too violent to last. She had begun to 
accustom herself to the thought that Nigel was not 
coming. Almost, in this mood of exhaustion, she 
hoped that he would not come. 

V 

It was at four o’clock that, as if in answer to this 
mood, she was stung suddenly into life again by a 
loud ring at the door of the flat. Before he was 
brought in,.she knew with complete certainty that 
this was Nigel. Her knowledge was quite definite. 
Her heart beat fast, but not throbbingly. It was a 
little faint echo of nervous tension within her breast. 
As he entered, she was wholly at ease, rising to greet 
him with a sedateness that would have deceived the 
vainest of men. 

“ How are you ? ” Marian cried. “ It’s ever so nice 
to see you again.” 

Even in speaking, she was searching his face for 
news of his state of mind. The face seemed to her 
to be thinner, paler. He came very quickly forward, 
and, she thought, shyly. His hair was cut shorter; 
his mouth was more set. 

He s altered. He’s altered.” Her perceptions 
were instant. But she was puzzled, also. She 
knew that he was different. Well, he had been 
changed at their last meeting. No, this was some- 
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thing more. There was something she could not 
define. He was altered in some essential respect. 

Was it to herself? ... 

“ I’ve been so wretchedly busy,” said Nigel, stand¬ 
ing and smiling, and looking at her in his shy way. 

“ Come and sit down. Of course I knew you must 
be busy. Howard thought he saw you yesterday. 

Did you see him ? ” , . _ _ T 

“Your husband?” Nigel was surprised. No, 1 

didn’t see him. Where was it ? ” 

“ I forgot to ask. Have you been working all the 

time?” . _ T7 , _ 

He appeared to flinch at that question. Why ? 

“ No. No, not all the time. I. ought to have been. 

But I’ve been working so hard—it seems a bad thing 

to admit—that I’ve simply had to let myself rip a 

bit. Otherwise, I think I should have gone oft my 

head. This army business has been troubling me a 


S “Army business?” Marian’s heart seemed to 
stop beating. Her tone was rough, almost per¬ 
emptory. "What d’you mean?” . 

“ Only what I wrote to you about. Marian, it s 

in everybody’s blood. You^ probably cant realise 

it, coming from the country.” 

Marian smiled—a slow, bitter smile. She d dnt 
realise • In July she had understood everything ! 

“No” she said gravely. Well, there was that. 
She no longer heard his words. The shock past, 
she was scanning his features, still at a loss to 
comprehend the change in him, but more than ever 
acutely aware of it. Nigel clearly did not recognise 
the change in himself. Or was it that he was tryi 
not to do so? Or not to let her do so? It was a 
poignant shock to her. She withdrew, her spirit as 
sensitive as a snail’s horn. There was something 
inexplicable. Swiftly her mind flew to her agony 
of the night The smile deepened, and became 
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mechanical. Her eyes were like night hidden, 
inscrutable. She was stealthily watching him from 
behind a mask. Strange, strange . . . throbbed her 

brain. No, she didn’t realise. # 

“Since I wrote, I’ve been worrying more. It 
comes and goes. The day’s news alters everything— 
one day shocking, another less tangible. I think 
everybody’s suffering a great deal—mentally, you 

know.” 

“Yes,” said Marian. “I expect they are, even 
though sometimes they don’t show it! ^ But that s 
no doubt because it’s mental suffering.” 

Nigel nodded in agreement. He put his hand 
sharply to his face in a gesture of perplexity. Had 
he then caught the uncontrollable dryness of her 

tone ? . . , 

Tea was brought in before they spoke again ; ana 

they sat nearer the small fire. Although the weather 

was still not cold, there was a fluctuating chill in the 

air which made a fire welcome. And there were hot 

scones for tea. 

“ Don’t you think the reason that you are worrying 
about your own position is that you re not well? 
Marian presently asked. “ I mean, that ^ you re 
thinking about yourself in a state of low vitality ? 
Nothing’s more depressing than that.” ? 

“That’s quite true. But it isn’t that, at all.^ Im 
very dissatisfied with myself . . . about other things. 
He looked quickly at her, and away. She caught 
every movement of his head and his hands, though 
her eyes were not upon him. 

“ Oh, yes,” said Marian, quite without expression. 

“ It’s no good refusing to recognise the war. ^ A 
number of people are doing that. They’re pretending 
it’s no concern of theirs. You can’t take that purely 
external view. You ought either to join in, or try 
to stop it.” 

“ You’re speaking as a man ? ” she asked. 
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“ Purely. I’ve been taken unprepared. I wasn’t 
ready for it. I’m indignant and bewildered and 
rebellious. It seems to me that as we’ve got beyond 
duelling we ought to have got beyond war. Well, 
it seems we haven’t. Most of the men I know have 
gone into the army. I don’t know what they’ve said 
to themselves. They’ve gone. I think most women 
are urging their men to go into the army—they like 
uniform, they’re frightened . . . perhaps other causes 
operate. They may be the clear-sighted veterans 
they pretend to be. All the girls are for the war and 

the army.” 

“Are they?” Marian did not question. 

“ The only girl I’ve discussed it with was perfectly 

clear that I ought to go in.” 

« You allow a girl to persuade you ? ’ 

“ No. But you see what a point I’ve reached, 


Marian.” 

Marian restrained a sigh. 


Her face was perfectly 


“I’m afraid I do,” she said, soberly. “ Have you 
had enough tea ? ^ There are some cigarettes behind 

you on that table.” . , c 

Nigel turned round, and brought the box ot 

cigarettes to their table. As he held it out to her 

he looked at the design upon it. 

“Hullo!” he cried, in a puzzled way. Do you 

smoke old Two-toed-twins ? ” . 

Marian’s hand was arrested in mid-air. bhe was 
robbed of composure for an instant. The room 
seemed to whirl about her. 


VII 

They continued to talk, but as strangers. Her 
heart had closed with a snap. She looked at him 
with staring eyes of bewilderment. And her heart 
went pounding on while her brain revolved around 
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the problem of that foolish nickname. She could not 
ask him the obvious question—“ Where did you learn 
that name for these cigarettes ? ” The moment was 
past for any such inquiry before she had sufficiently 
recovered from her shock. What did it mean ? Her 
one desire now was that he should leave her. Marian 

was desperate. # . 

“ You must come to see me again,” she said, m a 
steady voice. “ I have to go out this afternoon ; so 
I can’t ask you to stay. There must be a lot of 
things for us to talk about. But not now.” Nigel 
rose at once. “ Don’t let yourself be influenced by 
anything but your own judgment in this matter of 
the army. It’s your own business entirely.” 

“ So I feel. But I can’t help being affected by the 
prevailing tone.” He was quite humble before her. 
“ And it’s so impossible for me, while I’m so pre¬ 
occupied with business, to think clearly. I feel it 
will be done on impulse. There is every reason I 
should stick to my work. But that’s not everything. 
It’s not simple. Nothing’s simple.” 

“No,” said Marian. Her lips framed the word. 
She did not utter it aloud. Only she wished he 
would go, and leave her alone with her paralysed 
heart. 

“ I’m afraid I’m bad company this afternoon,” 
Nigel ventured. 

“ I’m very busy myself.” 

“Not displeased with me?” He was still, it was 
evident, dependent upon her good opinion. 

“ How could I be ? ” Marian took refuge in that, 
scorning herself for hiding her grief, but driven to 
concealment by a stronger impulse than that of 
frankness. “ It’s five o’clock. I’m so sorry.” She 
followed him to the door. Upon the threshold they 
stood for a moment. Nigel made as if to speak, 
checked himself, and went out of the room. Their 
farewell was said. She was at last alone. She went 
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back into the room, closing the door firmly behind 
her. 

Marian walked to the table, seated herself, and 
mechanically poured out another cup of tea, which 
she did not drink. What a fool she had been to look 
forward so to this first interview. It was always the 
way that when one had lively anticipations the reality 
was a bitter humilation. Had she not learned that 
from past experience? Sightlessly, she fumbled 
among the cigarettes. She was conscious of a 
complete suspension of emotion. She felt like an 
automaton, unreal and tragic. 

“ What does it mean ? ” she presently asked herself. 
Then, convulsively, she stood up again, her hands to 
her breast. “Oh, I’m old ! I’m old !” cried Marian, 
her mouth distorted with pain. 


CHAPTER V 
THREE’S COMPANY 

I 

O N Friday, at tea-time, Marian was surprised to 
receive a hasty visit from Cherry. She was 
sitting alone, and tea was being brought in, 
when Cherry arrived ; and the girl came hesitatingly 
into the room. She was in a beautifully ductile 
mood, like a child. Marian, unprepared, was look¬ 
ing up with a faint frown of curiosity at so unexpected 
a visit upon the eve of the dinner-party; but all her 

doubt fled before this easy charm. 

“ Why, come along ! ” she cried, as Cherry, suddenly 

roguish, stood before her, enjoying the sight of 

Marian in a sort of trance. M 

“ I was walking along Sloane Street ... M 

“Splendid. Sit here. It’s so cold to-day. 
Marian moved a chair nearer the little tea-table, 
while Edith, unbidden, swished in with another cup 

and saucer, and a plate. . „ 

“I say! You do yourself jolly well! Cream. 
Cherry pretended to be surprised at luxuriousness. 
“ Mother would have a fit.” 

Marian laughed a little. . „ 

“ I must have known you were coming, she 

suggested. # # . „ 

“ I believe you always have it like this, Cherry 

said, provokingly. “ It’s quite right. Why shouldn t 
one look after one’s self? ” 
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“One generally does,” agreed Marian, drily. 

“ Most people pretend not to. Like ostriches. 
I’m so glad you’re selfish, too.” 

“ I suppose you think it makes me more human,” 
said Marian. But behind her smile she was quite 
grave, because she had all sorts of memories pressing 
upon her. Cherry looked quickly up, but her eyes, 
meeting those of Marian, skipped away, returned, 
and again were averted, in a mischievous raillery not 
unmixed with shame. 

“ I shan’t have much of a chance of talking to you 
to-night,” she announced. “ Mother will do all the 
talking. She does, you know. She’s a talker. I 
think that’s why I’ve learnt to hold my tongue. It’s 
wiser, don’t you think ? ” 

“ If it’s held at the right moment,” Marian admitted. 
“If you hold it at the wrong time you’re rather 
inclined to make trouble.” 

“ For yourself?” Cherry was alert. 

“ It all comes back to that. Sometimes it’s so 
hard to hold your tongue, and sometimes so easy.” 

' “You hold yours.” 

« It’s a mark of second-rateness to be silent.” 

The notion came as a shock to Cherry. It was 
contrary to her belief. 

“ But why ? ” she begged, her eyes round. “ How 
oracular you can be ! ” 

“ I should have thought that the really wise person 
had nothing to conceal, and a great store of riches to 
give to everybody. The wise person has so many 
points of contact with others. All penuriousness 
and curmudgeonliness is inferior. Don’t you 
think so?” 

Cherry thought for a moment, her pretty face 
shadowed. 

“ Meanness,” she said. “ Well, what about 

caution ? ” , . „ 

“ I’d rather people were generous than just. 
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“Oh Marian!” Cherry was laughingly aghast. 
“You wouldn’t. Just imagine everybody tumbling 
over themselves to give. It would be most awfully 

“ There’s no danger,” submitted Marian. “ Just 

think of the givers and takers.” M 

“ Let’s have measure ... in all things. It was 

said with mock solemnity. Cherry was thinking 

other matters, more personal matters. “ I want to 

see things as they are.” 

“The danger is that one may see them under¬ 
sized. It’s horribly easy to dwarf them by one’s own 

eg Cherry looked a little uncomfortable.. For the 
first time her radiance fell, and a hardness showed 


in her. 

“You’re finding fault with me? she asked, 

quickly. . , , 

“ My dear! ” Marian was genuinely distressed. 

“ I didn’t think we were talking about ourselves. 

You can’t suppose I think myself very generous. 

Or wise.” 

“ I don’t know,” Cherry said, in a non-committal 
voice. “ I don’t really know what you think. I 
know I’m very sensitive . . . Marian, I wanted to 

tell you ...” 

Marian caught a new note of seriousness, and bent 
a little forward ; but she never heard what was to 
follow, for at that moment Howard walked into the 


room. 



It was perhaps a shock to all three, for this 
meeting took place after such a long interval, and 
after what must have been so many hours of painful 
thought. It was all extraordinarily quiet and 
commonplace. Howard certainly stopped short. 
Marian felt that she withdrew, and became watchful 
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—not catlike, but observant of her companions, like 
somebody who contemplates her own emotion from a 
place apart. Cherry alone gave no outward sign of 
discomposure, though she became precipitate in 
action. She got up from her chair, and moved 
towards the newcomer with a manner of perfect 
frankness. 

“ Hullo !” she cried, in a voice of greeting. “This 
is unexpected. I’m just going, Howard. I shall be 
here again in a little while, with mother and father.” 

“Hullo, Cherry,” Howard responded, and took her 
hand. He did no more than touch it. Marian saw 
Cherry’s quick glance travel comprehensively over 
his face, and note his bearing. It was a survey 
almost methodical — certainly very complete and 
understanding, but not emotional. She admired 
Cherry’s composure, and saw once again — in a 
glimpse of truth—the honesty which made that 
composure tolerable. In her heart she knew that 
Cherry had played straight. She could always be a 
woman at need, however childish and selfish she 
might otherwise seem. But Cherry did not now look 
at Marian. There would have been a pause, if Marian 
had not taken part in the talk and saved the momen¬ 
tary consternation. 

“ D’you want some tea, Howard? I ll order some 
fresh. I didn’t really suppose you’d be in to tea ; and 

Cherry’s a surprise visitor.” _ 

“ No thanks.” He was gruff, standing there 

awkwardly before them. “ I’ve had tea. Well, it’s 
very nice to see you, Cherry, after this long time. 
He was surveying Cherry in a gingerly way, dis¬ 
trusting her, as Marian could see. “ It's a very long 

time—a couple of months.” , 

«Yes. You’ve been very busy, haven t you ? 

asked Cherry. 

« Very. There’s a lot to do now. It takes all my 
attention . . . How s Robert ? 
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Cherry shrugged, her mouth curling into a smile of 
mock-disgust. 

“Just as usual. He won’t change. Hell always 
be the same fiddler with engines and wheels. All 

his conservative life. He’s a mere cog. „ 

“ Yes. And you . . . Have you changed ? 

It was daring of Howard to risk that double-edged 
inquiry, knowing as he did that Marian would read 
the question to its heart. Cherry moved, almost 

with a nervous restlessness. 

“ Oh, I’m always changing,” she said. “ I’m never 

the same. Am I, Marian?” # 

Cherry, it seemed, was glad to have Marian behind 
her, thankful to have her as a friend. It was curious 
how aware they both felt of the waves of sympathetic 
understanding which passed between them. It was 
no sex freemasonry, but a personal interchange. 

“ Oh, you’re very tangential, Cherry ...” She 
hurried to the rescue, but not with a serious wish to 


interpret a perverse temperament. 

“ I’m not sure I know what that means,” Cherry 

said, with an impudent display. >f 

“ It means here to-day and gone to-morrow, 

explained Marian. 

“ It means unreliable,” added Howard. Marian 
shook her head at his obstinacy, and she quickly 


retorted : 

“ Or sincere.” Marian was now wholly loyal to 
Cherry, slightly indignant that Howard should so 
unblushingly take a high moral line, and determined 
that he should be warned of his error. 

“ What a tangle! ” cried Cherry, as if in delight. 
Nothing betrayed her chagrin at an accusation. 
“ And what an interesting person I must be.” 

“ Oh, you are,” said Howard. His sternness had 
become fixed; but although his words were impolite 
his manner was not outrageous. 

“ We’re all interesting—to anybody who takes the 
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trouble to notice it,” exclaimed Marian. “ At least, 
it seems so to me. But people won’t take the trouble. 
They’re such dull egotists themselves, that they can’t 
spare any attention for others.” 

Howard looked at Cherry, and Cherry, archly 
mischievous, her little mouth curled up at the 
corners, at Howard. Both then, by a common 
impulse, turned back to Marian. 

“She’s been like that all the afternoon, Howard. 
Ever since I’ve been here, at least. Laying down the 
law. Of course, she’s right; but how trying it is to 
know somebody who’s right—always. You’d give 
anything to see her tripped-up. I’d like to set a trap 
for her. It would be great fun. I’ll do it one day.” 
“You wouldn’t catch her,” Howard said, half- 

seriously. “ She’s no fool, is Marian. 

Cherry cast a flying glance of comic despair at 

Marian. . ^ , 

“ Hopeless ! ” she cried. “ Howard ought to know. 

I was afraid so. And what a tribute ! 

Her cheeks were pinker. She made a movement, 
and shook hands again with Howard. Marian 
followed her, drawn by a little outstretching of 
Cherry’s fingers towards herself. When they were 
outside the room, Marian could not refrain from 
kissing Cherry lightly upon the cheek, and the caress 
provoked a sharp hand-pressure of gratitude. I hat 
was the only sign Cherry gave of having been greatly 
moved. Then she was gone, and the field was left to 

Marian and to Howard. 


Ill 

When Marian went back into the room, Howard 
was exactly where she had left him. His head was 
sunk into his shoulders, and he stood like a stock. 
A bitter expression was upon his healthy face, and 
his manner was slightly morose. 
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“ She’ll be back in a couple of hours,” Marian said. 

“ It was just a sudden whim to call. She came about 
nothing. As far as I can remember, at least.” 

“ She didn’t expect to see me,” Howard answered, 
rather grimly. “ It came as a bit of a surprise 

to her.” 

" “ You are early. Was it anything special? ” 

“ No,” Howard said awkwardly. “ What should 

there be ? ” 

When a man is defiant, his wife always supposes a 
reason ; and Marian’s eyebrows arched at his question. 

“ I just meant, was there some news, or were you 
tired,” she explained. Oh, these words of one 
syllable, to avoid misconception ! 

“ I was tired. I wanted to be home to tea.” 

He was quite short with her, short and resentful of 
her curiosity. So Marian let him continue silent for 
some time, while Howard, stretching his hands to 
the fire, sat in Cherry’s vacated arm-chair and 
thought heavily. 

“ Nobody else been to-day ? ” he asked, at length. 

“ No,” said Marian wonderingly. What was the 
matter with Howard ? She could not tell. It was 
something not to be explained, except that he was 
emerging from his passion for Cherry and was con¬ 
scious of a crackling loneliness and desire for his 
wife’s healing company. Was that it? But, in that 
case, why the irritability ? She had been accustomed 
to contrition. It was very strange, and not at all 
amusing. Moreover, Howard’s mind went to and 
fro among the words they had exchanged. He 
returned to Cherry’s visit. 

“ I wonder why she came,” he said aloud. 

“Cherry? Just a whim, I think.” 

%t Wanted to see you alone. The first time since 
she was at Hippeswell.” He was elaborately the 
tactician. 

“ She was just cheerful. And it isn't the first time 
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I’ve seen her. I ran into her the other evening, and 

we had a talk.” , « v ^ lt 

«oh.” He was sharp in taking her up. You 

didn’t say.” . 

« I must have forgotten, said Marian. 

He was afraid to ask her any more ; and presently 

went out of the room. And after he had gone, 

Marian remembered that Cherry had been upon t e 

point of saying something when Howaid first 

appeared. What had she been going to- say? 

“^Marian, I wanted to tell you . . . Oh, it coul 

have been anything at all. Except about Howard, 

and Cherry would hardly have broken silence on 

that subject. Marian resolutely put the question o 

of her attention. She had spent the day in refusing 

to think. 


CHAPTER VI 


THE QUESTION 

I 

T HE evening came, and it passed; but Marian 
had no personal talk with Cherry, because 
Alice Mant was so full of her own garrulity 
that no other person was able to converse. Marian 
was heartily tired of her by the end of the evening. 
She more than ever sympathised with Cherry, who 
might have been driven by such a heedless, unimagina¬ 
tive woman into the very sickness of revolt which her 
mother feared and which she tried to avert. As a 
result of this incessant monologue, Marian did not 
learn what it was that Cherry had wished to say. 
The parting came without any clarification; and 
thereafter Marian spent some bitter moments in 
thinking of Alice and her failure. How much misery 
and wrong-doing were caused in the world by in¬ 
efficient mothers! It was a subject inexhaustible in 
its variations. In the particular instance, there was 
sufficient reason why Cherry should fail in some 
respects to conform to accepted standards of conduct. 
The evening ended with a feeling on Marian’s side 
warmer than it had ever been towards Cherry. She 
seized the moment of departure to give Cherry an 
emphatic invitation to come often to Sloane Street. 
If reward had been needed for such a piece of kind¬ 
ness it was to be found in the look of gratitude which 
accompanied Cherry’s eager “ Really ? Really would 

a 34 
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you like me to come?” It was as though Cherry 
had said, with all her heart, “You are my friend. 
Was not that a triumph for Marian? 


II 

And on the afternoon of the following day, to 
Marian’s secret distress, Nigel came again to tea. 
He arrived early, without warning, and he was both 
pale and constrained. As soon as she saw him, 
Marian knew that nothing could make their interview 
satisfactory. She felt her heart cold within her, she 
read in his face the signs of an intense preoccupation 
Her mind flew back to their last meeting. She 
recalled it in detail; but she found herself lethargic 
and unresponsive. She was conscious of low vitality, 
of a stupid inability to rise to any demand Nigel might 
make upon her mood. She felt old and uncomfort¬ 
able And all the time watchful of the change that 
a few weeks had wrought in him. To her 
seemed to look extremely ill. His colour had faded, 
his skin was slightly roughened, his lips were a little 

His eyes had lost some of their lustre ; and 
h7s expression was that of one pathetically ill-at-ease. 
Why ? P Marian had no means of knowing. Things 
had happened of which she could form no opinion. 

They met, nevertheless, with the old lowered tone 
of intimacy, and their hand-clasp was warm. Marian 
established him in comfort, and took her seat oppo 
site. She had not long to wait before Nigel began to 

“I’ve come before I meant to,” he said, frankly. 
„ But it’s because I’ve been thinking a great deal 
since I was here last. For one thing I’ve come to a 

ha MadaS n heart began to beat. How strange that 

she had thought herself completely steeled . She^had 

not wanted him to come; she had been sorry at h.s 
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entrance; and now, in an instant, all that aversion 
was dispelled. It was gone, like a mist before sun¬ 
shine. So all lovers have these fits of disinclination, 
followed by moods of almost rapture in each other’s 
company. Marian was excited, apprehensive. She 
listened with intentness. 

“ What is it ? ” she asked, and did not guess how 
tenderly betraying was her voice. 

“ For this moment,” Nigel hesitated, “ it’s . . . well, 
I’ve practically made up my mind to go into the 
army.” 

“ Nigel! ” 

“ Oh, it’s not fear, or enthusiasm . . . It’s some¬ 
thing else, that I can’t explain because I don’t 
understand. It’s not a sense of duty. It’s simply 
that I’ve lost grip of my own self. Marian, things 
have begun to be absolutely intolerable.” 

“ What things ? ” She pressed him to reveal the 
influences at work. Nigel shrugged, looking away, 
looking anywhere but at Marian, who watched him 
with a fresh and deepening pang. 

“ I can’t tell you,” he murmured. 

“ Then I can’t help you,” said Marian, deliberately. 
Emotion made her hard. She was possessed by the 
instinct of jealous cruelty. Nigel started, still not 
looking in her direction. 

“ Only by . . . understanding,” he said quietly. 

“Which you don’t allow me to do,” persisted 
Marian. 

“ I would if I could.” He moved again, uneasily. 
Then gave a short melancholy laugh that froze her. 
“ If I understood myself I’d tell you. But I don’t.” 

“You think I’m failing you?” Her voice was 
hardly audible. There was a long pause, during 
which they continued to sit by the fire, while the 
noises of the street went on, and the whole world 
thundered upon its way. Only Marian and Nigel, it 
seemed, were silent, searching hearts and consciences 
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for some elucidation of this snap in their understand- 
ing. 

“Is that so important?” Nigel said at last. “No, 
I don’t think you’re failing me. The whole fault’s 
mine. I’m invertebrate. I ought to come to you 
with a mind made up; and then you’d be able to 
change my mind and my heart. If I’m uncertain, 
you’ll be uncertain.” 

“ I don’t want you to . . .” Marian checked her¬ 
self. “ You must do what you think right. If you’re 
not sure it’s right, you ought not to do it.” 

“ I’m the person least involved,” Nigel said. “ The 
whole world’s involved, and I’m the merest little 
fraction of flesh in it.” • 

“ And spirit,” urged Marian. “ Don t forget that, 
Nigel. It’s not what one does that matters. I mean 

_fust does. It’s the reasons that matter. They’re 

the really essential things. If you do a brave thing 
from a cowardly motive, you fail.” 

Again Nigel shrugged. 

“ Is your choice as simple as that? he asked. 

Marian flinched. A wave of anger seized her. 
Was he so obtuse? Had he no conception of what 
she might suffer in life ? A dead feeling of failure 
overwhelmed her. . 

“ I should have thought not,” she answered coldly. 

It brought him up sharp. At last he turned fully 
towards her ; and Marian saw the suffering in his face. 
He was in acute distress. 

“ I'm sorry That’s the point I’ve reached. I can t 
tell you why. All sorts of things enter into it. All 
the inexplicable criss-cross of motive and impulse— 
what one wants, and hates, and fears, all going on at 
the same time. I didn’t realise until the war came 
what an amazingly weak person I am. _ It s horrible 
to be sensitive and to think. If ones stupid, or 
merely emotional, or merely philosophic—how simple 
everything becomes 1 But I m not stupid. And to 
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have brains and a heart as well—I don’t think any 

suffering can be more acute.” 

“ And it’s more even than that, Marian said quietly. 

“Oh, much more,” he admitted. And its all 

going on at one time. , 

Marian fell into slow thought. It was not now the 

flashing of intuition that made her brain dart hither 

and thither among suppositions. Intuitions were 

numbed. She thought quite clearly of Nigel’s nature 

and of his problems. „ 

“ And you’re getting no nearer a solution ? sne 


asked, at last. , 

He groaned. His head sank upon his hand. 

“ Only cutting the painter. Only throwing personal 
responsibility overboard. Only putting everything 
on the one throw—in the hope of simplifying. 

“That’s despair,” Marian said, quickly. 

“ It’s shame. It’s confusion. It’s loneliness-— 
neuroticism. Anything you like. But at least I m 
blaming only my own nature. I’m not blaming life, 

which is what despair does.” 

“ I wonder.” Marian said the words aloud. To her¬ 
self, to that purely feminine self that ran headlong to 
conjecture upon simple lines, she said : “ What is he 

talking about? What has happened to him? It 
can’t be only the one question.” 


Ill 

Edith brought in the tea. Nigel roused himself, 
and sipped at his cup of tea. Already, having been 
as emphatic in demonstration of his weakness as a 
young man could be, he was better. She saw a 
clearer light in his eye. He was still the man she 
had realised. This mood was not the real Nigel; 
but some simple manifestation due to a period of 
great stress. With his changed position he became 
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a changed man. She was once more in touch with 
him. But he was still not at ease, and she, sym¬ 
pathetically, was still disquieted. Her busy mind 
went on, weaving a story out of her intuitions. 

“How’s your husband?” Nigel unexpectedly 
asked. His tone stabbed her. Yes, he was altered. 
He spoke quite naturally of Howard. Marian sat 

with bowed head. . „ . , .. 

“ Oh . . . he’s very well,” she said, in a drawling 

way that’hid her emotions. “He’s busy, as every¬ 
body is. And he’s worried about the war. And 

he’s ...” 

“ I suppose his problems are very simple?” Nigel 

10 u U yes, quite,” agreed Marian, conversationally. 
“His nature’s simple. He’s got a practical mind, 
that is engrossed with one idea at a time. 

“ He’s very fortunate,” said Nigel, only half- 


Suddenly, as though the mention of Howard, and 
her own pain at its coolness, had supplied her with a 
link hitherto wanting, Marian had a curious shock. 
She felt all the blood leave her cheeks. A deadly 
faintness seized her. Nigel appeared in a grey haze 
before her. For an instant she feared loss of con¬ 
sciousness. Then she gradually recovered, and was 
again cool; but in her eyes might have been read a 
new agony, just born, just passionately working in her 
system, fruit of this single imagined thing. Never 
before had Marian had so extraordinary a moment 
of pain and intuition. She moistened her lips, and 
moved a little forward in her chair. When the chair 
creaked slightly, she gave a shudder that ran through 
her whole body. Yet when she spoke Marian s voice 


was normal. , ^ „ 

“ You’ll have some more tea; . . . some caKe r 

“ No, thank you.” Nigel’s thoughts were far away 

He was evidently recalling their talk, for he burst 
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out: “ I say, you’ve been most awfully patient with 

me. You know how grateful I am, don’t you. 

Marian’s smile was unreadable. 

“ I am rather patient, aren’t I ! ” she assented drily. 
“I’ve got such a lymphatic temperament. It s a great 
advantage.” She met his suspicion with imperturba- 
bility. “ Very largely, it’s a matter of age, 1 think. 
Nigel, unable to satisfy himself as to her meaning, 

was silent, puzzled. . „ , . , . , . 

“ I wonder if you’re lymphatic, he said at last. 

“ Oh, very,” she assured him. “ And all that 

question of blood-heat comes into it, too. ' You 

remember you once wanted to apply such a test ? 

That was when we first met.” 

“You remember that?” asked Nigel, eagerly. 

“ How pleasant that was.” 

“ Yes.” Marian, her eyes half-closed, prepared her 

bombshell. “Won’t you smoke? Won’t you . . . 
have a . . . Two-toed-twin ? ” She was breathing 
hard and her breast rising and falling in rapid 


excitement. . , , 

Nigel started. And looked at her astonished. 

“ Do you call them that ? ” he demanded. A faint 

colour came into his cheeks. . 

“ isn’t that— it’s a horribly stupid name; but isn t 

that what they’re called?” Marian’s face was like 
marble. Her eyes glittered ; her mouth was set in a 
smile that held all her cruelty. As he took a cigar¬ 
ette, she waited. Then at last, very slowly and quietly, 
she said: “ Have you seen Cherry Mant lately, 

Nigel ? ” 



And then Marian was afraid to look at him ! A 
dreadful cowardice took possession of her. She 
stared straight at the brightly-burning fire, and took 
a sip from her tea-cup, and waited for his reply. It 
came at last, in a dry voice, very low. 
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“ Cherry ? Oh, yes, I’ve met her several times 
... at dances.” 

Marian heard herself saying : 

“ It’s so early for dancing that I can’t realise how 
much things are changed nowadays. Presently we 
shall have dancing all the year round. And then it 
will suddenly collapse, and nobody will dance at all, I 
suppose. 1 met Cherry the other night at a dance. 
You weren’t there, though ... at the Wagstafifs’ 
house.” 

“ I was going. I didn’t go. Was Cherry there, 
then ? ” 

“ With a party.” Marian would not spare him. 
At last she recovered from her paralysis. She could 
read nothing at all from his voice or his face. What¬ 
ever opportunity she might have had of noticing the 
effect of her question had now passed. Only, she 
was now in possession of an essential fact. He and 
Cherry had met. Was not that enough, she told her¬ 
self in savage self-torture, to ensure a wakeful night 
or a broken heart ? Was it not enough to stun her, 
to open up new vistas of unbearable pain ? And, 
after that, what? After that a vengeful madness? 
She was shaken with hatred of Cherry. 




CHAPTER VII 
BETRAYAL 


I 

S HE was shaken with such hatred that when 
Nigel had gone, and when the full flood of her 
suspicion gushed wildly into definite accusation, 
Marian had ado to keep herself from screaming. As 
it was, she uttered no sound, made no movement; 
but with the fateful cramp of the self-controlled 
woman endured torture the more terrible for the sup¬ 
pression of every outward sign of illness. She was 
mordant in her thoughts of a treacherous Cherry, 
of a girl who lied and lied again with inconceiv¬ 
able effrontery. Every hitherto-loyal perception of 
Cherry’s truthfulness, of her modesty and candour, 
and her young impulsiveness, went flying. The girl 
became in this frenzy of jealousy a depraved wanton, 
capable of every enormity. Shock after shock of 
disillusion went through Marian. Every least expres¬ 
sion upon that pretty face which had shown the 
temptations to which Cherry was subject came back 
to her memory, fighting and struggling for mastery 
over her judgment. All her kind thoughts of Cherry 
were seen to be the folly of deliberate blindness. 
Marian was beside herself. Her brain had become 
the slave of her emotion. Thoughts of Cherry so 
base that in a normal mood she could not have con¬ 
ceived them flashed woundingly into her mind, and 
grew together until they made there a great tower of 
hostility. Thoughts that were biting speeches of 
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reproach, of condemnation, came out of the chaos of 
Marian’s torment. Every reserve and every reserva¬ 
tion was torn away in this sharp naked venom of 
hatred. Never once did she think of Howard or 
Nigel as anything but instruments in the hands of 
a Cherry calculatingly and inescapably wicked. It 
was for Cherry alone that she felt this anguish of 
hatred. She had no single feeling that was not bitter. 
The whole of life seemed to her to be one intricate 
mass of horror. Motive and counter-motive, illusion 
and disillusion . . . these were her obsession. But at 
bottom it was the madness of love that gave fury to 
Marian’s imaginings—the madness of love struggled 
against, love invincible, love now cast bleeding at her 
feet, a dishonoured corpse. That this violence of 
imagination was built upon so slight a fabric but 
added to Marian’s sense of grief. She had lost her 
precious reserve, that self-respect which had saved her 
all along from the excesses of suspicion. It was 
shame as well as suspicion that now heightened her 
hysterical suffering. She stopped at nothing. Every¬ 
thing that was bad in her came out, like another 
woman’s coarseness in a quarrel. All she had ever 
noticed of women’s deliberateness in love hurried to 
her attention and increased the wildness of her 
accusations. Nothing could check the flood of her 
anger and her vehemence. 

She saw Cherry without judgment, but with the 

piercing eye of jealousy. 


II 

This mood lasted long. It lasted throughout a 
lonely evening, until Howard’s return after dinner; 
and it was resumed when she went to bed, until, 
exhausted with so much nervous travail, Marian fell 
asleep and dreamed of Cherry and herself. 

In the morning her body ached as though she had 
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been beaten. She lay heavy-lidded and forlorn, filled 
with a sense of stale anger that brought disgust in its 
train. There stole back into her mind the thoughts 
of the previous evening ; but she expelled them with 
a weary effort. She was worn out, and incapable of 
continuing in the same state of fever. It was not 
that her attitude had changed. She still disliked 
Cherry with an ugly aversion ; but the hysteria was 
less. A brooding helplessness had replaced it—not 
the morbid self-depreciation of the habitually hysteri¬ 
cal woman, but a sheer physical tiredness and disgust 
which made her brain sluggish. The suspicions 
throbbed on, nagging her. She could not, she would 
not, think of Cherry or of Nigel. She was left with 
nothing to think of but the war—the war which was 
engrossing the attention of everybody in the civilised 
world, as a malignant background to their own 
insistent personal experience. 

Marian thought about the war much as other 
intelligent women thought about-it at the time. It 
was a fascinating horror, a definite stir to the nerves 
and challenge to the spirit. But she had not yet 
awakened to the war at first hand, because during its 
progress, apart from learning the news of calamitous 
events, she had been obsessed by matters of immediate 
domestic significance. She had been in love. She 
was still in love. The war remained a background. 
Only now was it encroaching upon her own life, and 
even in this encroachment the war, and its effect in 
taking Nigel from her side, was less than the sense 
that Nigel was being drawn from her heart. Still 
the war lay somewhere vaguely “ out there,” beyond 
a sea, far away from the tiny tragedy that went end¬ 
lessly on in her own nature. 

If Nigel went to the war. What then? He might 
be killed. She shuddered, turning sick at the vivid 
mental picture of his dead face. Or he might be 
shockingly injured, blinded, destroyed as a human 



BETRAYAL 


245 


creature. He might be so changed by experience as 
to be irrecoverable. She might never see or hear of 
him again. Well, if he loved another woman—no 
thought of any inconstancy of his ever entered her 
m ind—he would be equally lost to her. Did he love 
another woman ? Her jealousy said “ yes.” She had 
nothing in her heart but a certainty of suspicion. 
Cherry . . . “ mooning off with some fellow ”... 
Wearily, she turned her head upon the pillow. 

Ill 

With terrible dexterity her mind probed into 
Cherry’s mind until she was incapable of the energy 
required for the exercise. It seemed as if her know¬ 
ledge of Cherry had been suddenly increased. It 
was a nightmare, from which she shrank. Only very 
slowly did judgment reassert itself; and even then it 
was judgment at the mercy of any quick memory and 
interpretation of memory that might flit into range 
of her attention. She was coldly unhappy, with fierce 
irruptions of heat due entirely to the fact that Cherry 
was another woman. Her jealousy was not of any 
quality in Cherry that she did not herself possess— 
except the one priceless quality of youth. It was 
purely sexual jealousy ; and that was what made it a 

madness in her blood. , r . , 

Wearily Marian rose, and dressed, and breakfasted. 

The morning paper had been cast to the ground ; 
Howard’s coffee-cup still stood upon the table ; the 
toast-rack had been replenished. Marians head 
ached. She walked with languor, dreary and 
unhappy. She could eat nothing. The morning was 
rainy, and she felt that winter was here. Little puffs 
of smoke were blown from the chimney and into the 

close room. 

ings with distaste. A quick longing for Hippeswell 
came into her heart. That was her home: this, 
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whatever its permanence, would never be anything 
but a pied-a-terre , and unsatisfactory at that. But it 
was her mood alone that dictated the dislike she felt. 
At Hippeswell she would have been equally dreary, 
for she was worn out. 

To go out of doors was at first an impossible thing 
to contemplate; but after an hour or so she was 
driven forth by unhappiness. She found her mackin¬ 
tosh, and some stout boots, and, thus clothed, went 
into the rain, walking with nervous rapidity among the 
roads and squares of the district, noticing dishevelled 
sparrows, and pedestrians, and taxicabs with their 
splashed windows drawn fully up. Within those cabs 
were other people, perhaps as unhappy as she, per¬ 
haps triumphant with joy. More likely, she presently 
thought, they were being driven, preoccupied with 
tedious routine, from place to place in this dull city 
ofbricks and hearths and triviality. It was a doleful 
morning. 

IV 

With the afternoon, Marian became so tired that 
she could not sit upright. She went to her bedroom 
and lay down, and was soon fast asleep. Two hours 
passed, and still she slept. She awoke, with her 
temples aching, to find Edith in the room, tiptoeing 
to look at her. 

“ Please, ma’am, the young lady . . . Miss Mant 
... I told her you . . .” 

“ Miss Mant ? ” Marian felt her heart give a bound. 
Had Cherry the impudence to come here? How 
unspeakable! Ah, but she had been the other day, 
the other night. She had merely come again. 
There was no limit to her effrontery. Marian sat up 
on the bed. “ Tell her ...” A quick struggle took 
place in her mind. “ Tell her I’ll be there in a minute. 
Good gracious ! Is it four o’clock ? ” 

As Edith withdrew, Marian hastily did her hair. 
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She could see that her cheeks were very white, 
and the pupils of her eyes so large that they covered 
nearly the whole of the iris and gave her face an 
appearance of nervous tension. For a moment she 
regretted having said she would see Cherry. Then a 
recklessness succeeded. What did it matter? She 
was ready to meet any scrutiny. In that mood she 

entered the drawing-room. 

Cherry, who had taken off both mackintosh and 

hat and was standing with flushed cheeks by the fire, 
came more than half-way to meet Marian. Her blue 
eyes were alight, and her fair hair full of new little 
curls which had been called into being by the rain. 

« Hullo, Marian,” she cried. “ Look here, I hope I 
haven’t been a beast to interrupt you ! I wanted so 
much to see you . . The words stopped abruptly. 
Marian saw the face so near to her own swept■With a 
sudden alteration. “ You’re ill,” concluded Cherry. 
“ Oh, my dear, how did you get ill ? ” 

It was then that Marian saw how far from well 
Cherry was. With her first radiance of meeting 
dissipated, she too showed signs of nervous fatl g u e. 
Marian’s examination was remorseless. Cherry s iacc 

was subjected to unpitying scrutiny. 

“ I’m quite well,” Marian said, gravely. I don t 

like this weather. Several things 1 don t like. 

“ Will it bother you to have me here ? 

So Cherry thought to play the innocent girl ? ur 
wa! it genuine? g That doubt came into Marian’s 

mind, checking her. _ She replied, still coolly : 

« You’re being polite,” Cherry said. “ You needn’t. 
I don’t like people to be polite to me. I m Cherry, 

^Marian’s chin hardened. She was in the mood to 
say “You’ll accept what you get from me. Be 
thankful it’s no worse than politeness. Aloud, she 

drily made answer. 
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“Yes, I know you’re Cherry.” 

If Marian hardened, so, at that, did Cherry. 
Marian saw quite clearly the stiffening that came 
upon her—the sudden wariness that came into her 
expression. Such a perception did not increase 
Marian’s charity. It confirmed her mood. The two 
sat down, tongue-tied for a moment. 

“ Beast of a day,” Cherry announced. There was 
even a subtle change in her voice. It had become 
the merely conversational voice of one who went to 
parties. Intimacy had fled. Well, Marian had her 
own power in such a talk as this would be. But it 
was one thing to imagine Cherry in absence; quite 
another to deal with Cherry in the flesh. So must it 
have been with Marian also. They sat looking at 
each other, estranged. 

“ Yes, it s a horrid day. I went out this morning.” 

But you re not well, you know.” Cherry was 
looking with a flicker of affection, half-pleading to be 
accepted upon the terms of their last talk. Marian 
was not in the mood to respond. 

“ Who could be well in such weather?” she asked. 

“ I suppose you’ve been dancing since I saw vou 
last ? ” J 

“No.” It was a small voice that spoke. “I was 
at home each night.” 

“ What do you do with yourself then ? ” 

“ Nothing, mostly. Just think. And worry.” 

“Worry?” Accusingly Marian looked at Cherry, 
and Cherry, who seemed nowadays to be as quick as 
Marian in reading words and tones and expressions, 
proceeded no further with her revelation. Marian 
f a ' v li 5 r own mistake, but she could not command 
erseif at once to rectify it. Several seconds passed 
b e fore she could proceed; and then Cherry’s impulse 

« t , , A & ain the y were polite, watchful strangers. 

I shouldn t have thought you had anything to worry 
about, said Marian. & * 
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“Shouldn’t you?” asked Cherry. “Well then, I 
can’t have, can I ? ” 

V 

Marian thought for a moment. She had suffered 
too much to be kind. And even in her coldness to 
Cherry she had some irritation at the girl’s egotism. 
The “ I’m Cherry,” as though that justified everything, 
exasperated her. Not only for itself, but because it 
played havoc with her suspicion of design. No de¬ 
signing person was arrogant in this way—coaxingly 
arrogant. And yet the facts were known to Marian. 
She knew about the affair with Howard ; she knew 
that Cherry had been seeing Nigel. The assumption 
that she had changed him was unproven. Marian 
looked at the piquante little face, at the P r ctty, 
graceful body, and the sensitive hands. She sighed. 
Oh, no, this was the end of her tolerance of Cherry. 
She knew too much about her. loo much. She 
had suffered too much upon her account. Nervously, 
her wish was to cut adrift from all the people who 
had taken part in the last three months of her life— 
to cut adrift and go quietly back to Hippeswell, where 
she would go about her daily tasks and slowly 
perish, dying of lost interest in the fact of living. 

All this time Cherry sat opposite, and seemed to 
ignore Marian. She had worn a ghostly smile that 
made her look like a baby, but her eyes had been 
hidden. Suddenly she slipped down from her chair, 
and knelt by Marian’s side. Her arms were stretched 
across Marian’s lap, and her soft breast against 

Marian’s knee. „ , , . « « t 

“ That was beastly of me, she whispered. I 

didn’t mean to say it.” Marian remained ngi . 

“ But you were beastly, too . . . Marian. 

This is the way she coaxes everybody, thought 
Marian It’s altogether too easy. Her heart was in 
no degree softened by the appeal; but she jaut an arm 
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round Cherry, and let the girl’s hair touch her lowered 
cheek. Cherry’s body gave a jerk, a slightly increased 
pressure: then the pressure died. The caressing life 
went out of their contact. They were two people in 
sundered moods once again. At last Cherry raised 
her head, and their eyes met. A very sad expression 
overspread Cherry’s face, and her lips trembled. 

“ I know I’m an awful beast,” she whispered. 

“ Sometimes I think you are rather a beast,” 
Marian said. 

“ But you can be, too,” urged Cherry. 

“ Not such a mischievous beast.” 

“ Or so unhappy. . . .” It was pleading. Again 
Marian was brought up against that confident faith 
in her inability to feel—she, whose whole life was 
feeling! So it had always been ; so it would always 
be. Indignantly, she responded : 

Of course I never have anything to make me 
unhappy.” Her voice was rough with pain. 

“ Only me,” whispered Cherry. “ And I don’t 
mean to do it.” 

Marian started. She looked at the white face 
close to her own. 

“ Cherry, what do you mean ? ” she asked. 

Cherry’s cheek was against hers, a soft cheek like 
the petal of a rose. 

“ 1 don’t know,” she said, in a low voice. “ Only 
that I’m a beast, and can’t help being a beast. 
Sometimes I try so hard—really, I do, Marian. And 
then . . .”—her voice sank still lower—“ then I don’t 
try so very hard . . .” 

“ And you expect me to go on loving you ? ” 

Cherry’s eyes were closed for an instant. Marian 
teit her head shake, and again the penitent touch of 
her soft cheek. 

“ No I don’t. . . .” She pulled sharply away. 
Her voice changed, hardened. “ I don’t deserve it. 

I wish^I did.” 
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“ If you tried hard enough ...” 

Again that shaken head, that muffled tone, almost 

‘^“T’can’t! It’s no good. I just can’t.” Urgently, 
came the whisper : “ What’s the matter with me ? 

It was Marian’s turn to sigh. 

“ You want a good whipping, she said fiercely, 
trying to speak in a joking way, and most lamentably 
failing. “ A good whipping and punishment. . . . 
And not all this petting and wheedling and philander¬ 
ing- and folly.” Emotion had carried her indictment 
beyond what she had meant. Her heart was 

Pl “Philandering ! ” cried Cherry, kneeling directly 
upright. “Marian!” Then her body relaxed. She 
seemed to kneel, crumpled, upon the floor. Her 
hands were raised to her face. Almost weeping, she 
demanded, in a murmur: “You think that of me? 

“ Are you so ignorant of what you do ? Sti 

Marian was accusing. . 

“Oh but . . .” Cherry seemed to be in a 

dream ’ She rose to her feet, and her fingers were 
spread over her eyes, as though they burned unbear- 
ablv “ Marian, d’you suppose 1 ve got no heart ? 

.. w f>" SEB 

Sutgive meanS Whafcan you°bear to^ive"? When 
lovers all giving! You’re selfish and thought- 

1CS " From vou ! ” Cherry was chilled with horror. 

« Think It was you who . . .” Marian checked 
her tongue. “Listen, Cherry. When you came to 

Hippeswell . . f _ f „ cr . ed cheny She knelt 


“ I know! 1 know ! 

again by IVIarian s side. 
“You came back to 

Sinclair 


London. You met Nigel 
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“ Nigel! Oh, Marian-” It was a sob, a sigh. 

Still the indictment continued. 

“You saw him constantly. You urged him to say 
nothing to me about your meetings.” 

“ That’s not true. Can you think I’m so 
treacherous! ” 

“ You’ve driven him into the army through your 
vanity.” 

“No, no. . . . Marian I can’t bear it. I can’t 
bear it! ” The white face was very close to Marian’s 
own; and Cherry’s eyes were staring with horror. 
“ I never did that.” 

“You’ve deceived me; you’ve thought only of 
yourself . . .” 

“ I didn’t mean to deceive you. I didn’t think of 
it. I’m thoughtless, but I’m not wicked. I was 
going to tell you when Howard came into the room. 
And I haven’t driven Nigel into any action at all. 
Why, how could I ? ” 

“ He’s going into the army.” 

“ Not through me.” 

“You urged him to it. D’you think I don’t know? 
Not from any motive but your own vanity.” 

Chokingly, the words of both were mingled in a 
single protest—the one at such conduct, the other at 
such an accusation. Both were now silent, breathing 
quickly, both in passionate turmoil. 

“ I think you must hate me,” Cherry said, half- 
crying; her voice a wail, her eyes brimming with 
tears. She, it seemed, could in her turn accuse. 

“ I think I do,” answered Marian, frankly, and with 
none of the venom she had been feeling. “ Some¬ 
times.” It seemed like a revelation. 

VI 

Thereafter, they both became more composed, and 
spoke in ordinary voices. It was as if they were two 
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ladies at tea. Their chat upon ordinary topics lasted 
for fully ten minutes. Then Cherry made prepara- 

tions to go. „ 

li I suppose you don t W3.nt to know me <my more, 

she said, in her hoarse little voice of humility. “ As 

you think I’m . . . all that you’ve said.” She was 

now, at last, speaking from heart to heart, without 

disguise, and quite ingenuously appealing for belief 

in her own honesty. . 

“If what I’ve said isn’t true,” answered Marian, 

steadily, “you can show me that it’s not. I don’t 
quarrel with people.” 

“ You just drop them.” It was a sharp retort, won 

from a deeply wounded pride. 

Marian shook her head. Was she so misjudged ? 

Did Cherry only think her so cold ? 

“ Vm too fond of you to do that, she said, in a 

sober way. In the end, she could still not bear that 

Cherry should remain ignorant of her love, of her 

chagrined and thwarted love. 

“Marian! Are y ou fond of me?” Cherry took 

an impulsive step. “ It’s splendid of you to be. You 
know ... I’m very fond of you. I don t know 
anybody like you. Do let me say it. I couldn t 
hate you, even after what you ve said. 

MariaA looked steadily at her; but Cherrys 
response was equally steady. When they kissed, 
Cherry’s arm stole up to Marian’s shoulders, and two 
small sobs were heard before an entirely composed 
voung woman drew away, and went to the door. 
Ae-ain Marian had been the only person in the world 
to1.ee Cherry’s heart. Again she had been conquered 
bv Cherry And her feeling was comparable to that 
whichshe would have had after a heavy thunderstorm. 
Alone she clasped her hands. The agony was allayed 
Not so the steadily realistic knowledge of life and 

character. 



CHAPTER VIII 


THE LOVER 
I 

F OR a week Marian saw and heard nothing of 
either Nigel or Cherry. The war was beginning 
to take sterner hold of everybody. She could 
not go out in the streets without seeing flaming 
placards; her acquaintances talked of nothing else; 
Howard returned from his office at night with a 
sombre thoughtfulness unlike his customary manner. 
He heard all the rumours, and now, significantly, 
bought many newspapers, striving to grasp the issues 
and the details of the spreading campaign. He was 
considerably quietened. She thought him improved. 
More and more he relied upon her, because he re¬ 
spected her judgment. There was something in his 
way of looking at her, and speaking, that began to 
impress Marian as extraordinarily pathetic. After the 
first weeks of wildness, he had done one thing which 
many of his age had failed to do—he had kept his 
head. He did not exaggerate the German wicked¬ 
ness, and yet he did not minimise it either. He was 
neither chauvinist nor pacificist; but revealed a patience 
and a power to conceive a vast threat to humanity 
which Marian had not expected. The fact that he 
did this, and that he was back again at her side, 
without demonstrativeness or sentimentality, made 
Marian’s lot much easier. Insensibly she too turned 
a little, and their occasional evenings together, 
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although not exhilarating, were at least tolerable and 
friendly. 

But for this spirit of understanding, Marian would 
have been unable to endure her situation of un¬ 
certainty. She felt she had lost touch with Nigel, 
and was restrained from making any attempt to 
recover the old pleasure in him by a despairing 
thought that perhaps it was best for Nigel to drift 
away from her, and into other relationships. If she 
had thought them always wise or desirable—she felt, 
—she would have welcomed them. But she could 
not do that. At the back of everything, she wanted 

to be the one woman in his life. It was her dream. She 
could not yet face any alternative. Some day—yes, 
but how vaguely distant that day was in her thoughts ! 
She realised that the situation between them could 
not continue. She knew that there was some change 
in him. But she knew, from herself, how one may 
shrink from one beloved, and seemed wholly to have 
ceased to love, until one day, unexpectedly, the old 
flame revives and burns suddenly into a conflagration. 
It was so with herself; it might be so with Nigel. 
Love never died. It was sometimes clouded, quies¬ 
cent diverted elsewhere ; but it was inextinguishable. 
Lovers could never be indifferent. The intimacy, 
often obscured though it might be by passion and 
perversity, could not be utterly cancelled. Marian 

waited, trusting Nigel. 


II 

She heard nothing of his enlistment ; so she be¬ 
lieved he had not enlisted. If he had done so he 
would in any case have come to tell her. That was 
quite certain. The knowledge enabled her to avoid 
the tremors belonging to the dread of his danger. If 
he had been ill, she thought she would have heard. 
Marian reassured herself, being very patient, and 
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hoping all the time, with a hope now almost entirely 
restrained, that he would come again to see her. Only 
occasionally, when the longing for him was very acute, 
did she lose self-control, and find such waiting a ner¬ 
vous trial well-nigh insupportable. Each day she 
stayed indoors waiting for him to come. What else 
could she do? She was committed to friendship; 
she could make no claim upon him; she must suffer 
and endure. 

And Nigel did not come until a week had passed. 
Finally he came at night, after dinner, when Howard 
had gone out in the heavily darkened streets. Marian 
sat alone, reading. Without warning, the door was 
opened, and Edith said, in an odd, breathless tone, 
“Mr. Sinclair, ma’am” 

Although she had been reading, Marian had not 
been following the words in her book. She had been 
making her own story, which was one of memories. 
At the name, she thought herself dreaming, so deep in 
reverie had she been ; and for a moment she did not 
look up. When she did so, she started vehemently 
to her feet, all the blood gone from her cheeks, and 
her hand at her breast. The Nigel she saw was not 
the Nigel she knew. He was another man altogether. 
Her dream was rent suddenly. Nigel was in uniform : 
he stood erect, but his head was bowed, and his face 
was of a deathly pallor. Marian stared at him un¬ 
believingly. He was like some terrible spectre from 
German romance. She could not think it Nigel. A 
shudder went through her body. Then, controlling 
herself very tensely, she opened her lips. 

“Are you realt” she whispered. “I’m not 
dreaming! ” 


III 

Nigel came towards her, into the ray of the light. 
“ Quite real,” he said; and tried to smile. 
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“ But you're ill ! ” She caught his hand. “ My 
dear, why did you do it ? ” 

“ Oh, that . . .*' He motioned to show that she 
was wrong. “ I'm perfectly well, and this stuff hasn’t 
any effect on me. I’ve simply been trolleying round. 
I'm not posted to a unit yet, and I’m still waiting for 
orders. You didn’t get a letter from me? ” 

Marian shook her head. She was still holding his 
hand in both of hers, and her agitation had not 
subsided. She could not speak for a moment. 

“ Then why are you ill ? " She was insistent, her 
eyes giving him no escape. Their faces were near ; 
he was hers—so entirely readable that she could not 
doubt her knowledge. A painful chill touched her 
heart, for she read ever more and more, a lesson that 
her self refused to accept. She read that he did not 
love her at all. It was a terrible realisation. All her 
penetration was at work, sting-like in its sharpness. 
He did not love her. More than that . . . 

“I’m not ill,” said Nigel. “It must be the light. 
I’m dazed by it. The streets are so dark. It’s very 
bright in here.” 

Marian hushed him. 

“Nigel, my dear . . . It’s no good saying that. 
You’ve come from somewhere. You’re in some dis¬ 
tress. Do you think I can’t understand and sym¬ 
pathise? Why . . She grew suddenly full of 
arrogance that swept into defiant pride. “ Why, 
you’ve only to tell me, and the pain will grow less.” 

Nigel said something that she could not hear. It 
was “ No, no ”—the merest murmur of refusal. Their 
hands dropped apart; but only for a moment, for 
they were too close together not to make some con¬ 
tact inevitable in this instant of stress. Nigel began 
to speak, while Marian, anguished but happy in his 
proximity, listened, her face the inscrutable face of 

the mother and wife and lover. 

“ I’d really made up my mind when I was here last. 

17 
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I didn’t want to blurt it out too definitely, in case it 

should be a terrible shock to you.” 

“ Yet you come now in uniform! ’ whispered 
Marian, marvelling at the ways of the young, who 
thus so magnificently commend themselves for an 
instance of ancient thoughtfulness. 

“ But I’d decided. That was finished, d’you see. 

I wanted you to approve.” 

“ You thought I could do that? ” 

“ You know how much your approval means to me. 
You’ve been so wonderfully kind. But I wrote to you 
when I’d actually done the thing. It’s strange you 
haven’t had the letter. Are you sure it didn’t come ? ” 

“ Quite sure.” Marian was still seeing right past 
this talk, down into his true self, with arch, motherly 
eyes that were full of grief. 

“ I’ve only been in uniform a couple of days. I’m 
at large until I get a telegram. Then I go to some 
camp, I suppose; and just learn to be a soldier . . .” 

Marian waited long after his voice had dwindled 
into silence. 

“Yes,” she said, slowly. “That’s not really what 
you want to tell me, is it ? ” 

IV 

“No,” said Nigel. “ I’m not going to tell you any¬ 
thing more.” 

“You’re making me seem importunate. D’you 
think I’m not interested, or trustworthy? D’you 
think I’m inquisitive ? I only want to know what is 
hurting you, because I’m your friend ; and what hurts 
you also hurts me. You believe that?” 

“ Yes,” Nigel agreed. “ I believe that. I trust you 
altogether, Marian.” 

He left her side, his hands jerked out from his body, 
and his head back. The white face gleamed in the 
brightness of the room, and his teeth glistened. 
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“ Why is it,” he went on, “ that one trusts and 
trusts some people, and loves them ; and that one 
isn't sure of others, and loves them also ? ” 

“ And loves them . . . more?” asked Marian, in a 
thrilling voice. She too was at her full height, but 
with her face in shadow, thankfully. She watched 
him as he stood unconscious in the light, so that the 
painful droop of his lips was unhidden. Nigel turned 
at that, his cheeks flushing. 

“More?” he asked. “How can I tell? I’m so 
puzzled, so. . . . Marian, I don’t know what to say, 
or to think. I’m absolutely at a loss, so that I feel 
like some callow boy who hasn’t got his bearings 
right. I nearly asked you something I’d no right to 
do.” 

“ You might have asked me anything,” said Marian. 

“ It’s for you to answer or not ? Yes.” He flushed 
very deeply. “You see, I couldn’t. I know I 
couldn’t. It’s a point of taste. The reason I’m so 
bewildered is that—well, when somebody has made 
a thing seem clear, and then it’s suddenly dark . . .” 

Marian smiled at his allusiveness. 

“ You’ll have to be more explicit than that,” she 
said. “ If you want me to understand.” 

Nigel stopped short, looked at her and turned on 

his heel. 

“ You’re laughing at me,” he cried. 

“No. Only at myself,” Marian said, very gravely. 

“ Tell me straight out. Why can’t you tell me ? ” 

He hesitated, then stammered a little before 


SP “ Yoifsee, it’s rather difficult. I feel embarrassed.” 
“ Because you’re talking to me—to a woman—to 

a nybody ?u Marfan ^ j thought s h e was fond of 
me. I asked her to-night to marry me. She won’t. 

It’s been a shock.” , 

Marian stood quite still, frozen; although she had 
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from the first known what he would say. Then, from 
between lips that were stiff and painful simply 
because she could not otherwise keep her voice 

steady, she asked: 

“ But do I know who ‘ she ’ is ? ” 

Nigel started in surprise. She saw his jaw drop. 

“ Don’t you ? ” he asked. “ Why, it’s Cherry.” 

V 

Marian trembled. But she went ruthlessly on. 

“What made you think I knew? What made you 
think she loved you ? ” 

“ I thought you knew because you asked me about 
her the other day. I thought she loved me . . . well, 
how can one analyse it? Is it such colossal vanity? ” 

“ None, of course.” Marian’s nostrils were pinched. 
How dare Cherry refuse him! “ All the same, I 

didn’t know.” She could not see him for the dark¬ 
ness that was about her spirit. She was cloaked in 
it. She was choking. Out of the darkness she heard 
Nigel protest: 

“You’re cold to me now. You’re not sympathetic. 
You said you were sympathetic.” 

“You’re too sensitive, Nigel,” she said very drily, 
with a sort of contempt. “ I’m not cold to you. Pin 
sorry for your unhappiness; but you don’t know 
Cherry, or understand her. You don’t trust her . . .” 

“ I do trust her.” His voice was sharply passionate, 
so that she knew how deep his wound was. “ At 
least,” Nigel hesitated, “ I did. Now I don’t under¬ 
stand her.” 

“ That’s probably just what she wants,” said Marian, 
cruelly. “ What she’s planned. You must remember 
that a young girl’s vanity is her only guide. Is she 
sure of you ? ” 

“In what sense?” 

“ Can you give her up ? ” 
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Nigel stood for some time in thought. 

“ I don’t know,” he said. 

“ Well then, you must try again.” 

“ I’m going away. I may never come back to 
London. Or if I do it may be for forty-eight hours 
only. It’s over. I’ve lost her. She’s not mine. No, 
Marian; it’s no good. And yet it makes all the 
difference in the world to me.” 

Marian nodded. How odd that she should still 
be cool, when she loved him so much, and when she 
had all this while believed him to be so ardently her 
lover! How odd! And she could hear this, and 
speak of his love for Cherry, without screaming. No 
wonder they all supposed her inhuman ! Then she 
sat down in her chair, just as Howard came into the 
room, returned from his constitutional in the black 
streets. 

“ Hullo, Sinclair! ” he said. “So you’re in uniform.” 

“You see me,” harshly replied Nigel. 

The two men stood contrasted before Marian. 
They were wholly different. The one she loved, the 
one she knew and did not love. It was Howard who 
glanced uneasily sideways for her approval. Nigel 
was absorbed in his own trouble, conscious only of 
an affronting question, and of his pain and humiliation. 
And for the first time the hostility between them was 
palpably Nigel’s. How much had Nigel seen at 
Hippeswell between Howard and Cherry ? That 
was another insoluble problem for her tired brain. 

Marian sank back in her chair, exhausted. She 
was almost fainting. The room and the scene 
receded; the men’s voices were an indistinct hum. 
She closed her eyes. Whatever happened, she must 
appear unmoved, imperturbable. What must she 
do? And Cherry? Something, it was clear, lay • 
before her, if it were only more suffering than she 
had already endured. Once more Cherry was an 
epigma which Marian alone could penetrate. 
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VI 

For a time Marian continued in this languorous 
stupor, lost to all but the faintest sense of her sur¬ 
roundings. At first it seemed to her that death- 
quick, silent death—was the only possible end to her 
pain, and in that thought she found understanding of 
those who, reaching an apparently inextricable tangle 
in the skein of life, choose desperately to destroy them¬ 
selves. Then, it was not death, but numbness, safe 
retreat, that Marian needed. She could bear no more. 
She shrank from life. Her spirit was no longer 
staunch, but feeble and corrupt through the strain to 
which it had been subjected. She was ill and hope¬ 
less, kept conscious by sheer incessant effort of will. 
Her head was burning. Pride alone supported her.^ 

Until the parting with Nigel came she remained in 
this lethargic and despairing state of suspended 
animation. Then, disregarding Howard, she said 
earnestly: 

“ Nigel, I'll write to you. I may be able to suggest 
something. Give me your address. Write it down.” 
He did so, and she had to turn aside because his 
lowered head aroused such physical longing to press 
it in consolation and farewell to her breast. As she 
took the paper she glanced at it, and added, 
composedly : “ Oh, quite near. So much the better.” 

They shook hands, and Nigel went. Howard, on 
returning to the room, picked up the paper upon 
which the address had been written, and read it. He 
made no comment, but shot a shrewd glance at 
Marian. She, turned sick and trembling, had her 
hand upon the mantelpiece, steadying herself. She 
had borne too much. The effort to be calm to the 
last had been too exacting. A deadly sickness came 
upon her, and the room rose and fell in dreadful 
waves before her eyes. Long long waves of emptiness 
and horror. 
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At last she could stand no more. Still struggling 
to appear ordinary and unmoved, she said, as 
distinctly as her tongue would allow: 

“ Howard, I wonder if you could get me a glass of 
water. I’m afraid I'm going to faint. Silly of me.” 

Even as she spoke, Marian felt her knees lurch. 
All before her became a mist. Thereafter she knew 
nothing until she found herself lying upon her bed, 
feebly and reassuringly smiling, with Howard’s arm 
still under her shoulders, and his face very close to 

her own. 



CHAPTER IX 

CONFESSION 


I 

T HE next morning, Howard came into Marian’s 
room before she was up, and her heart softened 
at the sight of his great red face, with its ex¬ 
pression of anxious care. He was evidently much 
perturbed at the state of her health, and was very 
serious. 

“ How are you this morning, old girl ? ” he asked, 
patting her hand with his big fingers. “Better? 
Anything you’d like?” 

“ Quite well to-day, thank you.” She smiled cheer- 
ingly at him, not realising that her cheeks were 
almost as white as the pillow-slip. 

“Nothing you want? I shouldn’t get up.” 

“ I shall rest a little; but I’m really all right again.” 
“ You don’t look it,” said Howard, bluntly. He sat 
on the side of the bed. “ Have you been feeling 
rocky ? I noticed the other day you weren’t quite up 
to the mark.” He began to dig his heels into the rug 
beside her bed. “ I say, is London a bit too much 

for you? Would you like to get away? Or go 
home ? ” 

It was Marian’s turn to pat his hand. Howard’s 

was very genuine, and rather 
beautiful in its humility. She could not fail to be 
touched and responsive. 

“Its jolly of you,” she exclaimed. 
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“I hadn’t 
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thought about it. Wouldn’t it be a nuisance to you ? 
I mean, what would you do ? ” 

“ I should like to come back with you. If you go to 
Hippeswell. And come up during the week. Just 
as in summer-time. It’s perfectly easy to manage.” 
“You want to go back? We’ve just come to 

London. It’s not a fortnight.” 

“ I want you to be well. And the circumstances 
are unusual. The only trouble is . . .well, we won’t 
go into that. It’s a war consideration.” 

“ Better tell me,” she urged. Howard reflected. 

“ Yes, you’re not a fool,” he admitted. “ I don t 
believe it; but scaremongers are talking about the 
possibility of invasion. That would be on the East 
Coast We might suddenly have to cut and run. I 
don’t think there’s real danger of it. Lots of reasons.” 
“ I’d rather be there,” Marian said. 

“ Then we’ll go. Tell Edith. She won’t like giving 
up and going back to work under Blanche. She likes 
being parlourmaid-in-chief.” He was talking quite 
lightly, in spite of his solemn face. “ I’m glad you 

feel like going.” _ _ . 

“ Give me another week, begged Marian. 


Howard grew uneasy. She saw a curious ex¬ 
pression gather. Then he shrugged and stood 
upright. Turning quickly he bobbed his head. She 
felt his moustache brushing her face, and his lips 

UP “ Albright,” k he said, rather awkwardly, and with 
reddening cheeks from the premeditated bob. “ You 

Then he left Marian, who still smiled rather ruefully 
at the caress. She pressed her hands together, so 
that her knuckles hurt. 

“Oh Nigel, Nigel!” she whispered. How could 
you!” It was her first reproach. Then, as her 
thoughts went on, she framed words: “ You couldn 
keep him. You’re too old. A woman can t ke p 
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a young man’s love.” Passionately, she rebelled. 
“ Why, he doesn’t know Cherry. He can’t know her. 
He’s charmed by her bad traits. She’s too selfish to 
make a good wife. She loves herself first . . . always 
herself first. Ah, but she’s a good girl. Is she ? ” 

Always that final doubt destroyed her belief. 
Always it threw her back into the horror which she 
had felt at Nigel’s change towards herself. Marian 
could not be anything but bitter. Her justice to 
Cherry was wilful and deliberate justice, not the 
natural outpouring of love that was trust. She knew 
that Nigel’s was tantalised love, love of youth for 
youth, feverish, perverse. It was nature ; just as her 
own love was nature. It was inexplicable—merely 
the magnetic attraction of two bodies; not at all the 
harmony of two temperaments. Not love as she 
knew it; not the instinct of common sacrifice. She 
was too tired to explore the truth. If this that she 
thought were not true, it must lie unchallenged, and 
for all three misery must be the sequel in the kaleido¬ 
scope of love. 

II 

Marian’s brain kept coming round to one point— 
that she had some duty to perform. Her whole 
nature rebelled against the thought of any duty ; but, 
as though her brain were truly the voice of a deeper 
instinct than the rebellious, she could not escape from 
a sense of duty to both Nigel and Cherry. It may 
have been the impulse to give Nigel his desire, or to 
learn the truth, or to create understanding where the 
easy path lay in the inaction which would produce 
chaos. But she was resolved, while yet she lay in the 
silence of her bedroom, to see Cherry and to learn 
what might be done. Why had Cherry refused to 
listen to Nigel ? Was she, after all, a mere coquette? 
Was she that modern girl who seeks to carry playtime 
through the whole of life? 
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Before lunch Marian rose and dressed, still rather 
weak, but once again clear-headed and resolute. She 
no longer thought of her own agony An irresistible 
hunger drove her out-of-doors, and to the Mants 
home. At first she was physically so feeble that she 
could not walk at more than a slow pace ; but pre¬ 
sently, as she went forward in the October sunshine 
she grew stronger and more cheerful, so powerful 
the effect of a clear day and a fresh wind For one 
thing she was going back to Hippeswell: for another 
she was quite definitely doing something which 
her feel at peace with herself. Happiness said the 
ancient philosopher, is a state of the activity of the 
soul, conformably with virtue. 

Ill 

When she arrived at the Mants’ house at Chelsea 
she'was recognised by the maid who opened the door. 

out, ma’am. B„. 

and! S a q °n,ek^ be^njh.art to a. ste h«,d 

£^.nd“g“£e m re e S; of Cherry- refusal of 

N ‘.?Mo.her’, out,” a. last said Cherry, in a low .nice. 

“ I know. I came to you. sa d rather 

« You shouldn’t have done that. it w 

than ungracious. ^ 

“ I had a reason. . f u er visitor, and sat 

Cherry drew up a chair for her v 
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rather timidly upon the edge of another. She was 
constrained, as one who dreads what is to come. 

“ 1 feel this is such an ugly room for you to come 
to,” she answered. “ I’m ashamed for you to see it, 
when your own rooms are so nice.” 

“ I don’t like mine. Only my own rooms at 
Hippeswell.” 

“ They’re lovely. I looked into your bedroom one 
day. It’s beautiful.” 

“Didn’t I show you over the house? You must 
see it next time you come.” 

“To Hippeswell? I shall never come agaip.” 

“Yes. I ! m going back there next week.” 

“Hippeswell? You’re leaving London?” Cherry 
was aghast. Uncontrollably, she continued, amazed 
at her own speech: “ Oh, what shall I do without 
you?” Tears were in her voice. 

“ Come to Hippeswell with me,” Marian said, in 
her turn amazed at a folly. Cherry stared at her. 
There was an astounded silence. Then Cherry 
exclaimed. 

“ I don’t understand you, Marian. I don’t know 
you. I can't come to Hippeswell. Surely you see 
that. It’s unthinkable. We can’t go on . . . know¬ 
ing each other. Oh, I’ve quite decided that! ” 

“ But you wondered what you’d do if I went away. 
Cherry! ” 

“ Did I ? ” Cherry was listless. She shrugged her 
shoulders with unhappy indifference. 

“ Perhaps you’d better not come. And yet, if 
you’re unhappy, I’d like to have you there, so that 
you could be cheered up.” 

“ Who says I’m unhappy ? ” demanded Cherry, in 
a rough voice. “ I’m quite happy.” 

“You’re not happy. You’d be happy at Hippes¬ 
well.” 

“ With you ? Oh no ! ” Cherry shook her head 
in defiance. “ It’s absurd.” Marian continued to 
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look at her. She saw the little brilliantly birdlike 
flight of Cherry’s eyes as they tried in vain to meet 
that glance. “ Please . . . please don’t look at me. 
Cherry gasped. “ I’m . . ” She recovered herself, 
with extraordinary self-control. Marian was moved 
to something more than pity—to admiration. 

“ Why shouldn’t I help you ? she sharply asked. 

“ I want to help you so much.” 

“ You wouldn’t. If you knew,” murmured Cherry, 
her head down. Marian tried again, persuasively. 
She knew that with Cherry, as with other sensitive 
people, sternness failed, but kindness was always a 
passport to their own honesty. 

P “Supposing I know already, she said ..9 h ® 
started”^ Then she was cold again, cold and deliberate, 

with a chill that might have deceived a man. 

“ What do you know?” she demanded. Marian 

saw the blue eyes quite hard. , __i. 

“Do you want help, and happiness? she: asked 

Cherry’s eyelashes flickered again. They hid her 

Cy “ S i suppose S I^do P,y she whispered. “I’m human 

e "“"cherry arfyou in love with Nigel? It’s horrid 
of me to^sk; ^ut I must know.” Marian s voice 

came •»» -*• 

were no longer hard. 

Marian "waited 6 an instant. At last she replied. 

“ I don’t believe you, she retorted. j 

better than to believe you.” 


IV 

Cherry Med _ to vain he, relief A .to. 

He! ‘hrrnd, duttered lo^rher. 
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“You don’t know me at all,” she said in a low 
voice. Marian said nothing in reply. The pause 
lasted a perceptible space. Twice Cherry was about 
to add something. Marian could actually see the 
child’s nervous play of expression as the thoughts 
flew like will-o’-the-wisps in her mind. The silence 
became distressing. Marian could not have borne it 
an instant longer, when Cherry, breathlessly, made 
her counter-charge. “ I think you’re in love with 
him yourself,” she cried. 

Marian took a deep breath, her face haggard. 

“ Is that why you refused him ? ” she asked, 
suddenly gentle. There was at first only a stubborn 
compression of the lips which made Cherry look 
vicious and obstinate. “ Is it ? ” persisted Marian. 
She caught the faintest possible sign of assent. It 
was nothing; it was gone in a flash; but it sufficed. 
She again breathed deeply, thankful that her intuition 
had been justified. “ You don’t think I asked out 
of curiosity, Cherry ... Of course any idea that 
I’m in love with Nigel is ridiculous. Women of my 
age don’t fall quickly in love. Why, he’s a dozen 
years younger than I am. How absurd. I like him 
very much. We’re friends . . .” 

“He was in love with you,” stabbed Cherry, pale 
again. 

“ My dear, don’t make yourself unhappy with such 
a notion.” 

“ D’you think I didn’t see you play tennis together, 
and walk together? D’you think I couldn’t 
understand the way you talked about him when we 
were alone together ? ” It was still a defiance that 
was offered. Cherry was brimming with scorn at a 
falsehood. 

“ I must have been terribly indiscreet,” murmured 
Marian. 

“ Why, you first taught me to see how . . .” began 
Cherry and stopped at her indiscretion. 
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“How wonderful he was?” Marian supplemented. 
“ I’m . . . I’m so glad to have done that. Then, 
plunging'into a He that was almost voluptuous in its 
magnitude, she continued. “ I wish you could 
imagine how happy I should be at your wedding.” 

Again Cherry started, and reddened. 

“You won’t be at my wedding. It’s quite out of 
the question. I couldn’t marry him. I don’t really 
care for him. It’s over. We’ve quarrelled.” 

“You’re hurting Nigel.” 

Cherry turned in sudden fury. . J _. . 

“ Did he send you ? ” Instantly she cried : ‘ Oh, I 

beer your pardon, Marian.” 

“ I found out. He didn’t come to me to blurt out 

the story. I told him to try again.” She could see 
the throbbing of Cherry's breast. “ I think he s got 
rather a simple nature, Cherry. I think you have to 
play very straight all the time with him. 

Marian rose then, and adjusted her cloak which 
she had not removed, but which had slipped down 
behind her. Cherry also rose; but her face had 
clouded again to sullen self-disguise. Marian peeped 
to see if there lurked another emotion ; but as she 
did not observe it she kissed the cold cheek and 
went quickly out into the street again, and back to 
the flat As far as she was concerned she had learnt 
the one essential fact-that Cherry's action had been 
due to loyalty to herself. Her heart sank to even 
greater sadness, because her further duty was plain. 
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THE ERRAND 
I 

W HEN Marian left Cherry she had formed no 

definite plan; but walked back to Sloane 
Street with a determination still vague. 
Now that she had learned the truth she was disposed 
a little to embroider upon it. Cherry was in love ; and 
she had denied her love in the first beautiful unselfish¬ 
ness that she had ever known. It was a loyalty to 
her affection to Marian. That, whatever the con¬ 
sequence, gave her immediately a claim upon 
Marian’s generosity. It was a key to everything. 
Marian’s jealousy was disarmed. One could not 
fight a friend. Cherry also had seen that. But 
Cherry, being young, could not pursue a gallant lie 
to the end. Marian could. Wanton unselfishness, 
the relinquishment of a thing as so much sacrifice for 
its own sake, seemed to her to be a disgusting 
morbidity. But to secure happiness for another, she 
would forego any satisfaction in life. It was not 
merely a creed; it was an instinct. 

So during the afternoon Marian wondered what 
she could do. She was resolved upon one thing. 
She would stand back ; but first she would bring 
these lovers to a clear issue. If they loved each 
other, they must risk the conflicting foibles incident 
to their youth and temperament. They must make 
their own lives, however difficult the task might be. 

a 7 a 
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When she thought of both, so wilful, so high-spirited, 
Marian doubted the permanence of their love. It 
was a risk. Well, it was always a risk. Lovers 
grew together; each came to learn the secrets of the 
other’s nature and to conform with ease to the other’s 
way unconsciously, and merely as a result of the 
common association. Cherry and Nigel would grow 
no otherwise. They would learn, perhaps, and 
quarrel, and part and return ; but if they had courage 
they would never forsake one another. 

During the time that she so soberly considered the 
prospects of the lovers, Marian forgot herself. She 
was enjoying the delights of planning the lives of 
those she loved, and seeing them in pleasant places, 
happy and beloved. She was not doing this 
ecstatically, or fatalistically, but was knowing that a 
marriage is very much what husband and wife deter¬ 
mine to make it, neither a paralysis nor an emancipa¬ 
tion, but a comradeship and an incessant conflict ol 
will and temperament. She was not the average 
woman, fanatical for a mating ; she desired the true 
happiness (wlych lay in increasing ife and under¬ 
standing) of the two people whom she loved, as she 
now recognised, better than any others in the world. 


II 

At first Marian thought to write a note to Nigel; 
but when she came to write it she found the task 
difficult. At least she must not risk the suspicion ot 
interference, she must not make Cherry seem too 
easy. If there had been more time, and if Nigel had 
not been liable for service, she would have done 
nothing. Or she would have invited them both to 
dinner/ She could still do that, perhaps? No: it 
would look too planned. Both were tender capricious 
The vanity of both was so rampant, that any 
suggestion of plan would possibly drive them apart. 

18 
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They might drift, lose touch and interest, become 
fearful. Above all, Cherry might think too much. 
When a woman thinks too much before marriage, 
she may ruin her life’s happiness. Thought is for 
later years. 

So Marian must act otherwise. She must write to 
Nigel, or see him. She tried again to compose a 
letter which should urge him to see Cherry again, and 
repeat his proposal. But in a letter she could not 
invent any reason for this course. She could only 
say, bluntly, that Cherry loved him; and that would 
be an offence. She could not betray Cherry’s con¬ 
fidence, even in such an emergency. It would not 
do. There remained, therefore, only one course. 
She must see Nigel. She would write asking him to 
come and see her. That, she thought, in a melancholy 
way, could not now be misconstrued. It was not as 
her lover that he would come. What a fool she had 
been to suppose it ever possible. The memory that 
he had kissed her at Hippeswell scorched Marian. 
The memory that she had wanted his kisses. The 
knowledge that she still coveted them; that only 
pride would make her now inexorably refuse 
them. 

She took a pen and paper, and wrote the note to 
Nigel. Then she put it into the bureau. She had 
been so long in thinking over her plan that it was 
time to dress for dinner. While she was dressing, a 
telegram arrived from Howard. It said “ Not home 
to dinner.” As she crumpled the flimsy paper, 
Marian had an inspiration. What if Nigel also had 
received a telegram ? What if her message arrived 
too late? Nigel would go, in despair; he would not 
see Cherry; the happiness of both would be inter¬ 
rupted, and a crystallisation averted. A terrible 
temptation seized her. If this marriage were stopped ! 
If Nigel, despairing of Cherry, turned again to her, 
as he might do ! She saw a precarious happiness 
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snatched from disaster. Closing her eyes she could 
glimpse a future of hurried meetings, of untranquil 
love. Her body was shaken with a sudden passion, 
and a knowledge of what might ensue. 

What restrained her? Men were caught so. It 
was the easiest thing. Disappointed, they responded 
to the ugly cajolery of the women who loved them 
with such sick craving as hers. There followed- 
what ? A kind of wanton passion, a kind of satis¬ 
faction that was no satisfaction. Gratification that 
was only tantalising. Marian shuddered deeply. 
She was tempted and self-scornful. Say she could 
have Nigel—upon what terms would it be ? Always 
the knowledge that she was not his true love. 
Always her thought, her longing, for him; and his 
heart never hers. No: she could not bear it. Better 
far that she should irrevocably lose him than that 
she should have this hot late summer of passion 
with its stale sequel of unwanted pursuit. She would 
become a base creature, perpetually offering love that 
had grown tiresome and disgusting. The storm hac 
shaken her; and she stood upright against its further 
onslaught. Nigel must marry Cherry. It was 

Hotter Oh far better. _ 

She knew at last what to do. She would go after 

dinner, to see Nigel. In that way she would be 
sure of finding him and of putting an end to her 

temptation. 

Ill 

At night Marian again set out into the dark 
streets so feebly lighted that she could not at first 
pursue’ a straight course. There was a high wind 
and a few drops of rain scattered occasionally about 
her In leaving the house it seemed to her once that 
she heard her name called; but the wind was so 
strone and her state of mind such, that she supposed 
it to g be an illusion due to her overwrought nerves. 
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She did not turn, but walked very swiftly onward, 
towards Nigel’s flat. Once she lost her way in the 
turnings of the streets, but presently, reviving her 
knowledge of the address by a glance at the paper 
which lay within her corsage, went on again, intent 
upon her errand. She heard a clock strike nine, and 
she hurried faster. The rain began to patter upon 
the pavements; the wind dropped a little, and came 
in great gusts. 

At first, when she reached Nigel’s flat, Marian 

feared that he must be out, for it was all in darkness ; 

but at her ring a light flashed, and his shadow 

immediately appeared. Rain-spattered, she must 

have struck Nigel as a remarkable figure, standing 

there m his doorway. For a moment he did not 
recognise her. 

“ Marian I ” he cried. “ Why you’re wet. Come 
in ! 


She found herself in a large, barely-furnished room. 

A fire was burning, and there were many scraps of 

charred paper in the fireplace, some of them still 

smouldering. A portmanteau, half-filled, lay upon 

the floor, at a couple of yards’ distance. A few 

books were near it. The room had a dismantled air. 

You re going, Marian said, suddenly pale at the 
knowledge. “I'm too late.” 

“ I o-morrow. To-morrow morning early.” 
was distrait’ rather embarrassed at her intrusion. 

t: lsten » ^jen. Nigel, you must go at once 
see Cherry, d you see? As soon as I’ve gone, 
must see her before you go awav ” b 

Nigel shook his head. 

can’t P tad t 7 ant *° 366 her ’” he Said ’ distinctl y- 

„ “ a ™’ s head J er ked in impatience at this stubborn- 

-a Wa ! qUI , te ec l uall y determined, and with 
more wisdom than he. 

" You must not s P oil your opportunity by this 


He 

and 

You 


I 
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impatient pride,” she urged. “ You’re in love with 
her; and yet you won’t take the trouble to win her. 
Oh, I know what I’m talking about, Nigel. Believe 
me. Cherry has to be won.” 

“ She’s refused me,” he said, impatiently. 

“You’re bent on war with her?” asked Marian. 
“ In other people you’d see how stupid that attitude 
is. You’d be the first to say that if they want a 
thing they must be ready to be patient for it.” He 
tried to speak. “ Wait till I’ve said this, Nigel. 
Think of Cherry as a girl as high-mettled as yourself. 
You do her an injustice. You think that because 
you’ve been rebuffed the whole thing is over. It’s 
never over. Nothing is ever over while there’s 
determination and good will. D’you see how wars 
occur? They come, if there’s no plot, because irre¬ 
sponsible people lose their tempers and refuse 
accommodation. When one’s young, one says— 
‘Do what I want, or I’ll break you, or break with 
you.’ You’re not as young as that, you know.” 

“ She’s refused me.” 

“ Well ? ” Marian’s eyes were glowing. “ What 

woman wouldn’t?” ^ . 

Nigel started. Something which he held in his 
hand—a paper, or a letter—dropped upon the floor 

with a slight flutter. 

“ What d'you mean ? ” he asked. 

“ It’s an instinct to refuse. It’s a fear, a dread. 
The finer the character, the greater the sense of risk. 
D’you suppose a girl as fine as Cherry is waiting to 
drop into your mouth ? How arrogant you are! 
How arrogant!” She was bitterly angiy, and yet 
had not lost her temper. His obstinacy had roused 


all her chagrin. 

“ But you, Marian . . ” stammered Nigel. 

“ You’re not like that.” , 

“ Of course I am,” she indignantly cried. I m un- 

scrupulous. I'd lie to the last if my impulse bade 
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me to do so. Can’t you realise that Cherry’s a high- 
strung creature, not mad to get married; but a real 
girl, a human being like yourself, with all your arro¬ 
gance, and something more of her own? A secret 
creature that you’ll never grasp all your life?” 

Nigel stared at her, stupidly. 

“ You terrify me,” he said. 

“With Cherry? Are you afraid of marrying an 
equal ? ” 

“ Certainly not” He was as angry as she. 

“Very well. Go straight to Cherry and plead 
with her. Humble yourself. Let her see that it’s 
not you who stoop ...” •- 1 

“ Marian ! ” 

“ When a man asks a girl to marry him, and rides 
off at her refusal, it’s because he loves himself, and 
his own pride—his own vanity, if you like—better 
than the girl. You love yourself more than you love 
Cherry. Poor Cherry ! ” 

“ Marian. That’s not true. What of poor Nigel ? 
Am I to efface myself?” 

“If she loves you she’ll meet you exactly half-way.” 

“ She s refused me. This isn’t simply a quarrel. 
It’s a break.” 

And so you’re both unhappy. You’ve asked her 
to give you everything ; and you’re marking out the 
limit of your own concessions. Nigel, I’ve no patience 
with you. I beg you to go now, now , to Cherry. 

You can do no harm. And afterwards you’ll have 
no self-reproach.” 

Nigel stood irresolute. Marian went swiftly to 

him, and, putting her hand upon his elbow, kissed 

his cheek. ^ Deeply flushing, he pressed her hand, 

and raised it to his lips. Then his eye went straight 

to the wall, against which hung his new cap and 
overcoat. 

Shall I ? he asked. Marian regarded him 
with a perfectly sphinx-like expression. She knew 
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she had won. She was already finding defeat in 
victory. 

It was then that the electric bell whirred. 


IV 

The newcomer was Howard. 

“ My wife here?” he demanded. Nigels cheerful 
response sounded. Howard plunged forward into 
the room, a great big man with an absurd red face of 
concern. He had come, it seemed, expecting Marian, 
whose surprised face and smiling welcome pulled 

k'^Oh, Howard ; you shouldn’t have troubled ! ” she 

cried. “But it’s very nice of you.” 

“ Troubled!” stammered Howard,darkly suspicious. 

“ I’m coming at once.” , 

Nigel put on his cap and overcoat. Howard 

stretched out an arm. M 

“ I’m taking my wife home, he said. 

“Oh yes; that’s quite all right, agreed Nigel, 

turning back the collar of his coat. “ I m going in 

1 h H°oward ' scared.' Marian, curious to know th e 
object of his visit, was amused to see kis b ewilder 
mint. What was he thinking about ? Why had he 

C T„ e I minute they were all out of the flat, and the 
Forsters 1 were in Howard's taxi. There were “ good 
nights,” a W nd then all was darkness except for the 

dimmed cab lamps. me?” Marian 

“ How did you know where to find me t 

aS *Howard’s gruff voice entered into an explanation.^ 

“- 1 - r i y0 call C c O d m you OU and came after you; but lost 
S o!' you My hat' blew off. I went back to the 
flft, found a letter to that chap. Came along. 
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“ But why ? ” 

Howard’s reply was extraordinarily illuminating. 
It made Marian give a sudden despairing shout of 
laughter, and clutch his arm. As if it needed this to 
point the irony of everything ! 

“ Because I’m so damned jealous, my dear,” said 
Howard, simply, and very humbly. 


CHAPTER XI 


CHERRY AND MARIAN 


I 

I T was after breakfast the next morning, and after 
Howard had gone to the office, that Cherry came. 
She had none of the blithe spirits that Marian 
had expected. Instead, there was an air of constraint 
that made her almost pathetic. Marian herself was 
grave, but this morning not unhappy. Indeed, her 
manner was easier than it had been for some time, 

because she was at peace with herself. 

“Hullo! You are early!” she cried, but with a 
smile that made the greeting without offensiveness. 

“ Have you had breakfast? ” 

“Hours ago!” exclaimed Cherry, emulating 

Marian’s ease. “ Why, the morning’s half gone 1 
thought you might be out—marketing. m sup¬ 
posed to be that. I’m out to buy a thimble and a 

Splendid I Have you bought them P We’ll buy 
them together. I want some things. We ll go to 
Harrods 6 At a big place they don t mind selling 
Httie things. They can’t tell whether you re buying 
big things in the next department or not. I 11 get 

“^Trian was making for the door when Cherry 
cried out sharply: 

Marian popped. The voice had been so pleading. 
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She came back at once, and sat down on a hassock, 
while Cherry knelt upon the hearthrug and finally 
sat down with the flames making firelight upon her 
cheeks and runnels of gold in her pretty hair. 

“ Well ? ” asked Marian. 

“ Well, you know ,” Cherry answered. 

“Nothing!” declared Marian. She endured a 
quick glance from Cherry that grew into a long one; 
and her innocence was abundantly assumed. 

“ I’ve told Nigel I will marry him.” 

Marian was not quite proof; but she played up 
with courage. 

“ Good girl,” she said. “ So he’s gone away happy.” 

“ How did you know ? ” asked Cherry sharply. 
Marian started. 

“That he was going away? He met Howard last 
night.” She was praying that Nigel had not been a 
fool, that he had not told Cherry of their discussion. 

“ Oh,” said Cherry. “ 1 see.” 

“You don’t sound very cheerful. I thought girls 
who had just promised to marry people were rather 
jolly as a rule.” 

Cherry looked down at her knees, outlined by her 
attitude. 

“ I was cheerful,” she explained, in a low voice. 
“ I was first of all very wretched—till you came. 
Then I was less wretched, and more wretched. And 
then, at an awful hour last night—for visiting—Nigel 
came. Marian, he really was rather a dear . . .” 

Marian felt that the room was stifling. She could 
only breathe in little jerking sniffs that would have 
made her laugh at another time. She patted 
Cherry’s hand. 

“ I’m sure he must have been,” she said. 

Cherry was almost like a cat, although her body 
was as firm as it was supple. She gave Marian a 
searching glance, and Marian, in return, was aware of 
every faintest motion of Cherry’s. 
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“ He can be a beast” cried Cherry. “ But so can 
I, if it comes to that. I think that’s one thing that 

makes me like him.” . 

“ Quite possibly,” agreed Marian, in a dry way 

“Marian, are you glad?” asked Cherry, like a 
child. 

II 

“ Awfully glad,” said Marian, reassuringly. “ I 

think you’re both going to be happy- I tog 
are. Because you’re both . . . well, rather dears. 

Cherry shook her head vigorously. . . 

“ I'm not,” she cried. Marian moved impatieintly. g 

“ You always say that, she objected, 
because you don’t know the minds of other people. 

•I do.” 1 J • 4 

Cherrv continued to look dejected. r 

“You don"t know me,” she said. “ I know lots of 

“Cassis 

Sr. AST ffitk there are .erne thing, in you 

that . . . well • • • r , 

“ That are rotten, supplied Cherry. 

“'Tout" X' oi"S“g feel i beastly little 

P ‘Marian gave a quite audible sigh. 

AV _ . ” clip rnurm 


Marian grave a quite 

“Horrid little egotist,” she murmured 
“ I am. I know. I’m everything tha^ 

But there’s something. Im just ^ 
• • • .. _« / 


s horrible 
Cherry, and 


that’s all you can say.” 
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“ I think that would have come better from me,” 
reproved Marian, laughing. They were very friendly 
now, friendly and intimate; and Cherry’s old warm 
eagerness had returned, and her childish happiness in 
Marian’s company. They had only to be together a 
little while for Cherry to lose her hard aggressiveness 
and to show the humility that lay far beneath her 
superficial self-confidence. 

“There’s one thing you don’t know about me, 
though,” said Cherry, becoming serious. “ It’s a 
thing I’m ashamed of, and I want to tell you, because 
we shall never be right until you know. I should 
always feel a constraint if I didn’t know that you 

knew; and I think it’ll make you feel less nice to 
me • • • 

“ Don’t I know everything . . . everything that 
concerns me?” Marian wearily lowered her head, 
so that it was within an inch of Cherry’s. Straying 
hairs of both, so similar in colour and beauty, came 
into contact. Perhaps both Marian and Cherry knew 
this; but neither moved, or gave any sign of such 
consciousness. 

“ It’s this,” resumed Cherry, very quietly. “ When 
I was ... at Hippeswell ...” A flush rose to her 
cheeks. Her voice sank to a tiny murmur that was 
hardly more than a whisper. “ You were so nice to 
me, Marian. You hadn’t any reason to be. But I 

meant to be bad . . . I’m thoughtless and 
selfish ... Yes, I am bad, though. Only I don’t 
mean to be. But this is when I meant to be bad. 

hen I saw you with Nigel, I thought you were in 
love with him. Your voice was so different . . .” 

t( How ridiculous ! ” said Marian, moving uneasily. 

As though you were dreaming. And you spoke 
a out him . . . And then, when he came back to 
London, I met Nigel at a dinner-party; and he sat 
next to me. And I couldn’t think of anything to 
talk to him about except you. And I led him on to 
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talk about you, and got more and more jealous of 
you, because you were so splendid and I was so . . . 
ugly and full of base thoughts and wishes to do base 
things ... I felt that he oughtn’t to talk about you 
like that to another woman. As though you were 
perfect. I felt you had everything, just because you 
were cold and self-contained . . .” 

“ Cold ! ” whispered Marian. “Oh my dear Cherry! ” 

“ You are, you know,” persisted Cherry. “ So I felt 
very irritated and jealous and mischievous. Horrible ! 
And I . . . made up my mind that I’d . . .” She 
could no longer speak. Her voice was trembling. 
Her eyes were full of tears. She dabbed them with 
her handkerchief, very seriously, like a child,^ and 
blew her nose. “You see what a beast I am, she 


articulated at last. Marian waited. 

“ Go on,” she said. “ You made up your mind . . . 

“ I said we’d meet, and I played with him, and he 
was rather charmed, and I did it all for jealousy of 
you, meaning to play a trick on you. I didn’t mean 
to take him away from you altogether. You mustn t 
believe that of me, Marian. But just to play with 
him. And then I found out one day that I hated 
you: and I knew that that meant I’d gone too far 
and . . . Every time I saw you I had the feeling 
that I was being punished for being treacherous to 
you I haven’t had a good conscience all the time. I 
meant to tell you the first time I saw you; and 
Howard came in, and I’ve gone on letting you love 
me all the time because I couldn’t bear you to under- 
stand what a mean thing I was. And I tried to send 
Nisei away because I couldn’t feel I had any right 
to be loved by him and to love him. And now 
if you want never to see me again 111 go . . . un, 
but Marian, I can’t bear you to hate me; because I m 

onlv a beastly little girl, and I . . . . _ _ . , 

Cherry began to cry, strained against Marians 

breast, and Marian’s lips pressed to her hair. 
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III 

The fit of crying was very short, but they did not 
speak for a long time. It had been a relief to both 
of them; for in this demand for her love Marian 
found concealment for her own suffering. There 
seemed nothing to be said, upon either side; and yet 
she must speak, because to be silent would be to 
leave Cherry with a sense of having given a secret 
unrepaid. 

“ Cherry,” she began at last, “ I will never send 
you away. I told you I couldn’t do that. It’s so 
strange that I’ve had cruel thoughts about you, and 
hostilities too. I think I’ve been jealous of you, as 
you’ve been of me ; only a different kind. You see, 
being older, I go through different things. Or they 
seem different. And I don’t think either of us is 
very well able to speak freely. The people who can 
speak freely don’t feel very much perhaps. 1 don’t 
know. Only I’m not cold. I suffer terribly, some¬ 
times ; and because nobody knows or suspects what 
is going on in my heart I think I suffer more than 
ever. When you say I’m cold I just feel you don’t 
understand me, and that makes me so awfully un¬ 
willing to judge you. I don’t judge you. I think of 
you as like myself, trying very hard to do what seems 
to you to be right and wise and good, but never quite 
sure what is best to be done, and often being led into 
folly by all sorts of impulses that are unaccountable. 
It’s so hard to do what’s wise, even if one wants to. 
And what makes things hard for both of us is that we 
both think, and thought brings unhappiness as well 
as tranquillity. You’re young, and you do things 
that are natural, and sometimes silly, and sometimes 
thoughtlessly cruel ; and yet when you think at all, 
or are made to suffer for what you’ve done, your 
brains make you see everything very clearly, and you 
get the idea that you’re wicked. When if you could 
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know what other people think and do, and how they 
cheat themselves in all sorts of ways, you d feel 
differently. It's all because you’re young and because 
you’re very self-engrossed, so that you’re always 
thinking about yourself, and for yourself, and not 
sufficiently realising that everything you do has its 
effect on others. Everything you do. It has its 
effect on me, of course, and yourself; but on others 
as well, even on those who aren’t born yet. And I 
shall presently be an old woman, and old women, 
unless they’re very busy or contented, have terrible 

opportunities for thinking and remembering . • • 

“ When you’re married you’ll find that every im¬ 
pulse of yours may pull against an impulse of Nigel s, 
and if you insist upon going your way you’ll both be 
very unhappy, because that will harden him and 
make him cruel in return. So marriage will be very 
difficult for you, and it’s only if you try hard to be 
considerate, and find your happiness in Nigel s 
happiness, that the marriage will succeed. You see 
I’m being a wiseacre, and I hate to be that; but when 
I think of all you may grow to be I Jeel an extra¬ 
ordinary sense of responsibility to you. 

“ Why should you ? ” asked Cherry, in a whisper. 

“ It isn’t because I feel superior to you. It s simply 
that being outside you I see the dangers you 'run in 
being so pretty, and thoughtless, and rather selfish. 
And^I see how increasingly you 11 suffer for being 
those things through being able to thmk clearly, and 
unable to trust others. You still cant bear re P™°£ 
because it offends you; and you re sensitive even 
about anything I may say, although you know I love 
you and believe in your power to be a noble 

W °™B a ut”you do believe in me ? ” said Cherry. It was 

1 u a if a question. For the rest, it was a confident 
^ n Already Cherry’s mind had gone back 

tolherself, to the sense that she was invincibly Cherry. 
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She was not yet able to appreciate Marian dis¬ 
interestedly as a woman; but must still institute 
a comparison between them and feel humiliated at her 
own temperamental failures. No speech of Marian’s 
—however much it might bring truth into Cherry’s 
comprehension—would effect an essential change in 
her nature. 

Marian, unconscious of any need for comparison, 
since she knew herself to be as imperfect as Cherry, 
sat looking at the fire, with Cherry’s head against her 
shoulder. The day outside darkened as great storm- 
clouds covered the sky. The room was in a grey 
half-light well,suited to the mood of these two who 
sought to plumb the depths of their sympathy and 
their dissonance. Marian was now very composed 
and resolute, and entirely mistress of herself, as she 
had always been and as she always would be. She 
was able to feel sympathy and understanding because 
she had the power to give inexhaustibly; but her 
reward thenceforward was to lie in the love and trust 
of her fellows rather than in any satisfaction of her 
own passion for happy experience. If Marian could 
have prayed for a gift, she would have demanded 
joy in her life. Instead, nature had given her as 
compensation the strength and courage to endure 
her own pain and the ability to imagine and soften 
the distress of others. If it is not the first of gifts 
it is among those most rarely bestowed upon poor 
mortals, and is without price. 


THE END 
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Mattos. Fcap. 8 vo. sj. net. 

THE BETROTHAL; or, The Blue 
Bird Chooses. Translated by Alex¬ 
ander Teixeira de Mattos. Fcap. 8 vo. 
6 s. rut. 

MOUNTAIN PATHS. Translated by Alex¬ 
ander Teixeira db Matto*. Fcaf. Bvo. 
6s. net. 

Mahaffy (J. P.). A HISTORY OF EGYPT 
UNDER THE PTOLEM AIC DYNASTY. 
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 9 s. 
net. 

Maitland (F. W.). ROMAN CANON LAW 
IN THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. 
Royal 8 vo. jos. 6d. net. 

Marett (R. R.). THE THRESHOLD OF 
RELIGION. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
7 s. 6 d. net. 

Marriott (J. A. R.). ENGLAND SINCE 
WATERLOO. With Maps. Second 
Edition , Rraised. Demy Bvo. 12s. 6d. net. 

Masefield (John). A SAILOR’S GAR¬ 
LAND. Selected and Edited. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. net. 

Masterman (C. F. G.). TENNYSON 
AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 7 s. 6 d. net. 

Medloy (D. J.). ORIGINAL ILLUSTRA¬ 
TIONS OF ENGLISH CONSTITU¬ 
TIONAL HISTORY. Cr. Bvo. 8 s. 6d. 
net. 

Miles (Eustace). LIFE AFTER LIFE; 
or, The Theory of Reincarnation. 
Cr. Bvo. 3-r. 6 d. net. 

THE POWER OF CONCENTRATION: 
How TO Acquire it. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. net. 

PREVENTION AND CURE. Second 
Edition. Crown Bvo. $s. net. 

Miles (Mrs. Eustace). HEALTH WITH¬ 
OUT MEAT. Sixth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 
1 s. 6d. net. 

Millais (J. G.). THE LIFE AND LET¬ 
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 
MILLAIS. Illustrated. Third Edition. 
Demy Bvo. j7S. 6 d. net. 

Milne (J. G.). A HISTORY OF EGYPT 
UNDER ROMAN RULE. Illustrated. 
Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 91. net. 

Money (Sir Leo Chlozza). RICHES AND 
POVERTY, 1910. Eleventh Edition. 
Demy Bvo. 5.'. net. 

Montague (C. E.). DRAMATIC VALUES. 

Second Edition. Fcap. Bvo. 5'. net. 
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Myers (Charles S.). PRESENT-DAY 
APPLICATIONS OF PSYCHOLOGY. 
Third Edition . Fcap. 8 vo. is. 3 d. rut. 

Noyes (Alfred). A SALUTE FROM THE 
FLEET, AND OTHER POEMS. Third 
Edition . Cr. 8 vo. js. 6d. net. 

RADA: A Belgian Christmas Eve. Illus¬ 
trated. Fcap. 8 vo. 5 s. net . 

Oman (C. W. C.). A HISTORY OF THE 
ART OF WAR IN THE MIDDLE 
AGES. Illustrated. Demy 8vo. 15J. net . 
ENGLAND BEFORE THE NORMAN 
CONQUEST. With Maps. Third Edi¬ 
tion , Revised . Demy 8 vo. 12s. 6d. net. 

Oxenliam (John). BEES IN AMBER: A 
Little Book of Thoughtful Verse. 
228 (h Thousand. Smalt Pott 8vo. Paper 
is. 3 d. net ; Cloth Boards , 2 s. net. 

Also Illustrated. Fcap. 8vo. 3 s. 6d. net. 
4 LL’S WELL: A Collection of War 
Poems. 175M Thousand Small Pott 
8vo. Paper , is. 3d. net; Cloth Boards , 
2J. 

THE KING'S HIGH WAY. 120th Thousand. 
Small Pott 8vo. is. 3d. net; Cloth Boards , 
2s. net. 

THE VISION SPLENDID. too th Thou¬ 
sand. Small Poll 8 vo. Paper, is. yl. net; 
Cloth Boards , 2^ net. 

THE FIERY CROSS. 80 th Thousand. 

Small Pott 8 vo. Paper, is. 3d- net ; Cloth 
Boards, is. net. 

HIGH ALTARS : The Rfcord of a Visit 
to THE Battlefields of France and 
FLANDERS. 4 oth Thousand. Small Pott 
8 vo. is. 3d. net; Cloth Boards, is. net. 
HEARTS COURAGEOUS. Small Pott 
8 vo. is. 3d net. Cloth Boards, is. net. 

ALL CLEAR. Small Pott 8 vo. 1 s. 3d. net. 
Cloth Boards, is. net. 

WINDS OF THE DAWN. Small Pott Bvo. 

Oxford (M. H.). A HANDBOOK OF 
NURSING. Seventh Edition, Revised. 
Cr. 8 vo. $s. net. 

Pakes <V7. C. C.). THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. Illustrated. Second ana 
Cheaper Edition. Revised by A. 1 . 
Nankivell. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. net. 

Petrie (W. M. Flinders.) A HISTORY 
OF EGYPT. Illustrated. Six Volumes 
Cr. 8 vo. Each 9 s. net. 

Vol. I. From the 1 st to the XVIth 
Dvnasty. Eighth Edition. 

Vol. II. The XVIIth and XVIIIth 
Dynasties. Sixth Edition. 

Vol. III. XIXth to XXXth Dynasties. 
Second Edition. 

Vol IV. Egypt under tiie Ptolemaic 
V Dynasty. J. P. Maiiaffy. Second Edition. 


Vol. V. Egypt under Roman Rule. J. G. 
Milne. Second Edition. 

Vol. VI. Egypt in the Middle Agf.s. 

Stanley Lane Poole. Second Edition. 
RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 
ANCIENT EGYPT. Illustrated. Cr.Bvo. 
5s. net. 

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TEI.L 
EL AMARNA LETTERS. Cr. 8 vo. 
5s. net. 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the 
Papyri. First Series, ivth to xmh Dynasty. 
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 
5 s . net. 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the 
Papyri. Second Series, xvinth to xixth 
Dynasty. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 5.L net. 

Pollard (Alfred W.). SHAKESPEARE 
FOLIOS AND QUARTOS. A Study in 
the Bibliography of Shakespeare’s Plays, 
1594-1685. Illustrated. J-olio. £1 is.net. 

Porter (G. R.). THE PROGRESS OF 
THE NATION. A New Edition. Edited 
by F. W. Hirst. Demy Bvo. £1 is. net. 

Power (J. O’Connor). THE MAKING OF 
AN ORATOR. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net. 

Price (L. L.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 
POLITICAL ECONOMY IN ENGLAND 
FROM ADAM SMITH TO ARNOLD 
TOYNBEE. Ninth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 

5 s. net. 

Rawlings (Gertrude B.). COINS AND 
HOW TO KNOW THEM. Illustrated. 
Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 7 s. 6d. net. 

Regan (C. Tate). THE FRESHWATER 
FISHES OF THE BRITISH ISLES. 
Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 7 s. 6d. net. 

Reid (G. Archdall). THE LAWS OF 
HEREDITY. Second Edition. Demy Bvo. 

£1 is. net. 

Robertson (C. Grant). SELECT STAT¬ 
UTES. CASES, AND DOCUMENTS, 
1660-1832. Second Edition, Revised and 
Enlarged. Demy Bvo. 15 s. net. 

ENGLAND UNDER THE HANOVER¬ 
IANS. Illustrated. Third Edition. Demy 
Bvo. 11s. 6d. net. 

RoIIe (Richard). THE FIRE OF LOVE 
AND THE MENDING OF LIFE. 
Edited by Frances M. Comper. Cr. Bvo. 

6s. net. 

Ryley (A. Beresfcrd). OLD PASTE. 
Illustrated. Royal ito. £1 is. net. 

‘Bakl’ (H. H. Munro). REGINALD. 
Fourth Edition. Ecap. Bvo. 3 s - 6<i. net. 
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REGINALD IN RUSSIA. Fcap. 8tw. 

3 c. 6 (L net . 

Schidrowitz (Philip). RUBBER. Illus¬ 
trated. Stcond Edition . Demy 8 vo. 15 s * 
net . 

Selous (Sdraund). TOMMY SMITH’S 
ANIMALS. Illustrated. Sixteenth Edi¬ 
tion. Fcap. 8 vo. 3 s. 6 d. net. 

TOMMY SMITH’S OTHER ANIMALS. 
Illustrated. Seventh Edition. Fcap. 8 vo. 
3 s. 6 d. net. 

TOMMY SMITH AT THE ZOO. Ulus- 
trated. Second Edition. Fcap. 8 vo. 

TOMMY SMITH AGAIN AT THE ZOO. 

Illustrated. Fcap. 8 vo. 2s. 9 d. 

JACK'S INSECTS. Illustrated. Cr.Bvo. 6 s. 
net. 

B-mkespoaro (William). 

THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1623; 1632; 1664', 
16S5. Each £4 4*- net, or a complete set, 
£12 125 . net. 

HIE POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE¬ 
SPEARE. With au Introduction and Notes 
by George Wvndham. Demy Bvo. Buck- 
yam , 12 s. 6 d. net. 

Shelley (Percy Bysshe). POEMS. With 
an Introduction by A. Clutton-Bkock and 
notes by C. D. Locock. Two Volumes. 
Demy 8 po. £,\ is. net. 

Sladcn (Douglas). SICILY: The New 
Winter Resort. An Encyclopaedia of 
Sicily. With 234 Illustrations, a Map, and 
a Table of the Railway System of Sicily. 
Second Edition , Revised. Cr. 8 vo. js. 6 d. 
net. 

Slesser (H. H.). TRADE UNIONISM. 
Cr. 8 vo. 55. net. 

Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF 
NATIONS. Edited by Edwin Cannan. 
Two Volumes. Demy 8 vo. £,\ 55. net. 

Smith ( 0 . F. Herbert). GEM-STONES 
AND THEIR DISTINCTIVE CHARAC¬ 
TERS. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 
8r><*. 75. 6 d. net. 

Stancllffe. GOLF DO’S AND DONT’S. 
Sixth Edition. Fcap. 8tx?. 25. net. 

Stevenson (R. L.). THE LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Edited 
by Sir Sidney Colvin. A Neiu Re¬ 
arranged Edition in /our volumes. Fourth 
Edition. Fcap. 8 vo. Each 6 s. net. Leather , 
each 7 s. 6 <l. net. 

Surtees (R. S.), HANDLEY CROSS. 
Illustrated. Eighth Edition. Fcap. 8 vo. 
7 s. 6 d. net. 

MR. SPONGE’S SPORTING TOUR. 
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8 vo. 
js. 6 d. net. 


Company Limited 

ASK MAMMA ; or, THE RICHEST 
COMMONER IN ENGLAND. Illus¬ 
trated. Second Edition. Fcap. 8 vo. 7 s. 6 d. 
tut . 

JORROCKS'S JAUNTS AND JOLLI¬ 
TIES. Illustrated. Sixth Edition, heap. 
8 vo. 6s. net. 

MR. FACEY ROMFORD’S HOUNDS. 
Illustrated. Third Edition. Fcap. 8 vo. 
•js. 6d. net. 

HAWBUCK GRANGE; or, THE SPORT¬ 
ING ADVENTURES OF THOMAS 
SCOTT, Esq. Illustrated. Fcap. Bvo. 
6 s. net. 

PLAIN OR RINGLETS? Illustrated. 
Fcap. 8vo. js. 6 d. net. 

HILLINGDON HALL. With 12 Coloured 
Plates by Wildrake, Heath, and Jeixi- 
cob. Fcap. Bvo. js. 6 d. net. 

Subo (Honry). THE LIFE OK THE 
BLESSED HENRYSUSO. By Himself. 
Translated by T. F. Knox. With an Intro¬ 
duction by Dean I nob. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. net. 

Swanton (E. W.). FUNGI AND HOW 
TO KNOW THEM. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 
jos. 6 d. net. 

BRITISH PLANT • GALLS. Cr. Bvo. 
lor. 6 d. net. 

Tabor (Margaret E.). THE SAINTS IN 
AR 7 ‘. With their Attributes and Symbols 
Alphabetically Arranged. Illustrated. 
Third Edition. Fcap. Bvo. 55. net. 

Taylor (A. E.). ELEMENTS OF META¬ 
PHYSICS. Fourth Edition. Demy Bvo. 
125. 6 d. net. 

Taylor(J. W.). THE COMING OF THE 
SAINTS. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
net. 

Thomas (Edward). MAURICE MAE¬ 
TERLINCK. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. net. 

A LITERARY PILGRIM IN ENGLAND. 
Illustrated. Demy 8r*«?. 125. 6 d. net. 

Tlleston (Mary W.). DAILY STRENGTH 
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Twenty/i/th 
Edition. Medium \6mo. 35. 6 d. net. 

Toynbeo (Paget). DANTE ALIGHIERI. 
His Life and Works. With 16 Illustra¬ 
tions. Fourth and Enlarged Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s. net. 

Trevelyan (0. M.). ENGLAND UNDER 
THE STUARTS. With Maps and Plans. 
Seventh Edition. Demy Bvo. 12 s. 6d. net. 

Trlggs (H. Inigo). TOWN PLANNING: 
Past, Present, and Possible. Illustra¬ 
ted. Second Edition. Wide Royal Bvo. 
165. net. 
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Underhill (Evelyn). MYSTICISM. A 
Study in the Nature and Development of 
Man's Spiritual Consciousness. Seventh 
Edition. Demy Bvo. 15 s. net. 

Yardon (Harry). HOW TO PLAY GOLF. 
Illustrated. Eleventh Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
5s. net. 

Yernon (Hon. W. Warren). READINGS 
ON THE INFERNO OF DANTE. With 
an Introduction by the Rev. Dr. Moore. 
Two Volumes. Second Edition, Rewritten. 
Cr. 8 vo. 15 s. net. 

READINGS ON THE PURGATORIO 
OF DANTE. With an Introduction by 
the late Dean Church. Two Volumes. 
Third Edition, Revised. Cr. Bvo. iys.net. 

READINGS ON THE PARADISO OF 
DANTE. With an Introduction by the 
Bishop op Ripon. Two Volumes. Secoml 
Edition , Revised. Cr. Bvo. 15s. net. 

Vickers (Kenneth H.). ENGLAND IN 
THE LATER MIDDLE AGES. With 
Maps. Second Edition, Revised. Demy 
Bvo. 12 s. 6d. net. 

Waddell (L. A.). LHASA AND ITS 

MYSTERIES. With a Record of the Ex¬ 
pedition of 1903-1904. Illustrated. Third 
Edition. Medium Bvo. 12 s. 6d. net. 

Wade (G. W. and J. H.). RAMBLES IN 
SOMERSET. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 7 s. 6d. 
fid. 

Wagner (Richard). RICHARD WAG¬ 
NER'S MUSIC DRAMAS. Interpreta¬ 
tions, embodying Wagner’s own explana¬ 
tions. By Alice Leighton Cleather 
and Basil Crump. Fcap. Bvo. Each 4s. 
net. 

The Ring of the Nibblung. 

Sixth Edition. 

Lohengrin and Parsifai- 
Third Edition. 

Tristan and Isolde. 

Second Edition. 

TannhAusbr and the Mastbrsingbrs 
of Nuremburg. 


Waterhouse (Elizabeth). WITH THE 
SIMPLE-HEARTED. Little Homilies. 
third Edition. Small Pott Bvo. 3 s. 6d. 
fg£t 

THE HOUSE BY THE CHERRY TREE 
A Second Series of Little Homilies. Small 
Pott Bvo. 3 *- ^d. net. 

COMPANIONS OF THE WAY. Being 
Selections for Morning and Evening Read¬ 
ing. Cr. Bvo. 7s. 6d.net. 

THOUGHTS OF A TERTIARY. Second 
Edition. Small Pott Bvo. is. 6 d. net. 

VERSES. Second Edition, Enlarged. Fcap. 
Bvo. as. net. 




A LITTLE BOOK OF LIFE AND 
DEATH. Nineteenth Edition. Small 
Pott Svo. Cloth, 2 s. 6 d net. 

Waters(W. G.). ITALIAN SCULPTORS. 
Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 7 s. 6d. net. 

Watt (Francis). CANTERBURY PIL¬ 
GRIMS AND THEIR WAYS. With a 
Frontispiece in Colour and 12 other Illustra- 
tions. Demy Bvo. 1 os. 6 d. net. 

Woigall (Arthur E. P.). A GUIDE TO 
THE ANTIQUITIES OF UPPER 
EGYPT: From Abydos to the Sudan 
Frontier. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. jo s. 6d. net. 

Y/ells (J.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 
ROME. Sixteenth Edition. With 3 Maps. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Wilde (Oscar). THE WORKS OF OSCAR 
WILDE. Thirteen Volumes. Fcap. Bvo. 
Each 6s. 6 d. net. 

\. Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime and 
the Portrait of Mr. W. H. ii. The 
Duchess of Padua. hi. Poems, iv. 
Ladv Windermere’s Fan. v. A Woman 
of No Importance, vi. An Ideal Hus¬ 
band. vii. The Importance of being 
Earnest. viii. A House of Pome¬ 
granates. ix. Intentions, x. Df. Pko- 

FUNDIS AND PRISON LETTERS. XI. ESSAYS. 

xii. SalomiS, a Florentine Tragedy, 
and La Saints Couktisane. xiv. 
Selected Prose of Oscar Wilde. 

A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES. Illus¬ 
trated. Cr. 4 to. 21s. net. 

Wilding (Anthony F). ON THE COURT 
AND OFF. With 58 Illustrations. Seventh 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. net. 

Wilson (Ernest H.). A NATURALIST IN 
WESTERN CHINA. Illustrated. Second 
Edition. 2 Vols. Demy Bvo. £\ 10s. net. 

Wood (Sir Evelyn). FROM MIDSHIP¬ 
MAN TO FIELD-MARSHAL. Illus¬ 
trated. Fifth Edition. Demy Bvo. 12s. 6d. 
net. 

THE REVOLT IN HINDUSTAN (1857- 
39). Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 

7s. 6 d. net. 


Wood (Lieut. W. B.) and Edmonds (Col. 
J. B.L A HISTORY OF THE CIVIL 
WAR IN THE UNITED STATES 
(1861-65). With an Introduction by Spenser 
Wilkinson. With 24 Maps and Plans. 
Third Edition. Demy Bvo. 15s. net. 


Wordsworth (W.). POEMS. With an 
Introduction and Notes by Nowell C. 
Smith. Three Volumes. Demy Bvo. iBs. 
tut. 


Yeats (W. B.). A BOOK OF IRISH 
VERSE. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6 s. net. 
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Part II.—A Selection of Series 


Ancient 

General Editor, Sir 
Cr. Svo. 6. 
With Illustrations by E. ! 

Bristol. Alfred Harvey. 

Canterbury. J. C. Cox. 

Chester. Sir It. C. A. Windle. 

Dublin. S. A. O. Fitzpatrick. 


Cities 

B. C. A. WINDLE 
. tut each volume 
I. New, anti other Artists 

Edinburgh. M. G. Williamson. 

Lincoln. E. Manscl Sympson. 
Shrewsbury. T. Auden. 

Wells and Glastonbury. T. S. Holmes. 


The Antiquary’s Books 

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX 
Demy Svo. 10 s. 6d. net each volume 
With Numerous Illustrations 


Ancient Painted Glass in England. 
Philip Nelson. 

Archeology and False Antiquities. 
R. Munro. 

Bells of England, The. Canon J. J. 
Raven. Second Edition. 

Brasses of England, The. Herbert W. 
Macklin. Third Edition. 

Castles and Wallf.d Towns of England, 
The. A. Harvey. 

Celtic Art in Pagan and Christian 
Times. J. Romilly Allen. Second Edition. 

Churchwardens’ Accounts. J. C. Cox. 
Domesday Inquest, The. Adolphus Ballard. 

English Church Furniture. J. C. Cox 
and A. Harvey. Second Edition. 


English Costume. From Prehistoric Times 
to the End of the Eighteenth Century. 
George Clinch. 

English Monastic Life. Cardinal Gasquet. 
Fourth Edition. 

English Seals. J. Harvey Bloom. 

Folk-Lore as an Historical Science. 
Sir G. L. Gomme. 

Gilds and Companies of London, The. 
George Unwin. 

Hermits and Anchorites op England, 
The. Rotha Mary Clay. 

Manor and Manorial Records, The. 
Nathaniel J. Hone. Second Edition. 

Medi/Bval Hospitals of England, The. 
Rotha Mary Clay. 

Old English Instruments op Music. 
F. W. Galpin. Second Edition. 
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The Antiquary’s Books —continued 

Old English Libraries. Ernest A. Savage. 

Old Service Books or the English 
Church. Christopher Wordsworth, and 
Henry Littlehales. Second Edition. 

Parish Life in Mediaeval England. 
Cardinal Gasquet. Fourth Edition. 

Parish Registers op England, The. 

J. C. Cox. 


Remains of the Prehistoric Age in 
England. Sir B. C. A. Windle. Second 
Edition. 

Roman Era in Britain, The. J. Ward. 

Romano-British Buildings and Earth¬ 
works. J. Ward. 

Royal Forests of England, The. J. C. 
Cox. 

Schools of Medieval England, The. 

A. F. Leach. Second Edition. 

Shrines of British Saints. J. C. Wall. 


The Arden Shakespeare 

General Editor—R. H. CASE 

Demy Svo. 6s. net each volume 

An edition of Shakespeare in Single Plays; each edited with a full Introduction, 

Textual Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page 


All’s Well That Ends Well. 

Antony and Cleopatra. Third Edition. 
As You Like It. 

Cvmdelink. Second Edition. 

Comedy of Errors, The. 

Hamlet. Fourth Edition. 

Julius Caesar. Second Edition. 

King Henry iv. Pt. u 

King Henry v. Second Edition. 

King Henry vi. Pt. i. 

King Henry vi. Pt. ii. 

King Henry vi. Pt. iii 
King Henry viii. 

King Lear. Second Edition. 

King Richard ii. 

King Richard hi. Second Edition. 

Life and Death of King John, Ihh. 
Love’s Labour’s Lost. Second Edition. 


Macbeth. Second Edition. 

Measure for Measure. 

Merchant of Venice, The. Fourth Edition. 
Merry Wives of Windsor, The. 
Midsummer Night’s Dream, A. 

Othello. Second Edition. 

Pericles. 

Romeo and Juliet. Second Edition. 
Sonnets and a Lovers Complaint. 
Taming of the Shrew, The. 

Tempest, The. Second Edition. 

Timon of Athens. 

Titus Andkonicus. 

Troilus and Crbssida. 

Twelfth Night. Third Edition. 

Two Gentlemen of Verona, The. 

Venus and Adonis. 

Winter's Talk, The. 


Classics of Art 


Edited by Dr. J. H. W. LAING 

With numerous Illustrations. Wide Royal Svo 


Art of the Greeks, The. 

i 5*. tut. 

Art ok the Romans, The. 

16 s. tut. 

Chardin. H. E. A- Furst. 


H. B. Walters. 
H. B. Walters. 
15*. tut. 


Donatello. Maud Cruttwell. 1 6s. rut. 
Florentine Sculptors of the Renais¬ 
sance. Wilhelm Bode. Translated by 
Jessie Haynes. 15* net. 

George Romney. Arthur B. Chamberlain. 

i$s. tut. 
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Classics of Art —continued 

Ghirlandaio. Gerald S. Davies. Second 
Edition. 15 s. net. 

Lawrence. Sir Walter Armstrong. 25 s. net. 

Michelangelo. Gerald S. Davies. 15*. 
net. 

Raphael. A. P. Opp6. 15*. net 

Rembrandt's Etchings. A. M. Hind. 
Two Volumes. 251. net. 


Rubens. Edward Dillon. 30 s. net. 

Tintoretto. Evelyn March Phillipps. 161. 
net. 

Titian. Charles Ricketts. 16 s. net. 

Turner's Sketches and Drawings. A. J. 
Finberg. Second Edition. 15^. net. 

Velazquez. A. de Beraete. 15*. net 


The ‘Complete* Series 

Fully Illustrated. Demy 8z >o 


Complete Amateur Boxer, The. J. G. 

Bohun Lynch, lor. bet. net. 

Complete Association Footballer, The. 
B. S. Evers and C. E. Hughes-Davies. 
ior. bet. net. 

Complete Athletic Trainer, The. S. A. 
Mussabini. 10s. bet. net. 

Complete Billiard Player, The. Charles 
Roberts. 12 s. bet. tut. 

Complete Cook, The. Lilian Whitling. 
1 or. bet. net. 

Complete Cricketer, The. Albert E. 
Knight. Second Edition, xor. bd. net. 

Complete Foxhunter, The. Charles Rich¬ 
ardson. Second Edition, ibs. net. 

Complete Golfer, The. Harry Vardon. 

Fifteenth Edition , Revised. 12s. bd. net. 
Complete Hockey-Player, The. Eustace 
E. White. Second Edition, tor. bd. net. 
Complete Horseman, The. W. Scarth 
Dixon. Second Edition. 12s. bd. net. 

Complete Jujitsu an, The. W. H. Garrud. 
5r. net. 


Complete Lawn Tennis Player, The. 
A. Wallis Myers. Fourth Edition. 12s. bd. 
net. 

Complete Motorist, The. Filson Young 
and W. G. Aston. Revised Edition. 
1 or. bd. net. 

Complete Mountaineer, The. G. D. 
Abraham. Second Edition. \bs. tut. 

Complete Oarsman, The. R. C. Lehmann. 

I2J. bd. tUt. 

Complete Photographer, The. R. Child 
Bayley. Fifth Edition , Revised. 12s. bd. 
net. 

Complete Rugby Footballer, on the New 
Zealand System, Thh. D. Gallaher and 
W. J. Stead. Second Edition. 12 s. bd. net. 
Complete Shot, The. G. T. Teasdale- 
Buckell. Third Edition. 16r. net. 

Complete Swimmer, The. F. Sachs, tor. 
bd. net. 

Complete Yachtsman, The. B. Heckstall- 
Smith and E. du Boulay. Second Edition, 
Revised, ibs. net. 


The Connoisseur’s Library 

With numerous Illustrations. Wide Royal 8 vo. 2 $s. net each volume 


English Coloured Books. Martin Hardic. 

English Furniture. F. S. Robinson. 
Second Edition. 

Etchings. Sir F. Wcdmore. Second Edition. 

European Enamels. Henry H. Cunyng- 
hamc. 

Fink Books. A. W. Pollard. 

Glass. Edward Dillon. 

Goldsmiths' and Silversmiths' Work. 
Nelson Dawson. Second Edition. 


Illuminated Manuscripts. J. A. Herbert. 
Second Edition. 

Ivories. Alfred Maskell. 

Jewellery. H. Clifford Smith. Second 
Edition. 

Mezzotints- Cyril Davenport. 

Miniatures. Dudley Heath. 

Porcelain. Edward Dillon. 

Seals. Walter de Gray Birch. 

Wood Sculpture. Allred MaskelL 
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Handbooks of English Church History 

Edited by J. H. BURN. Crown 8vo. $s. net each volume 

Reformation Period, The. Henry Gee. 


Foundations op the English Church, The. 
J. H. Maude. 

Saxon Church and the Norman Conquest, 
The. C. T. Cruttwell. 

Mediaeval Church and the Papacy, The. 
A. C. Jennings. 


Struggle with Puritanism. The. Bruce 
Blaxland. 

church of England in the Eighteenth 
Century, The. Alfred Plummer. 


Handbooks of Theology 

Demy 8vo 


Doctrine of the Incarnation, The. R. L. 
Ottley. Fifth Edition. 15J. net. 

History of Early Christian Doctrine, A. 

J. F. Bethune-Baker. 15 *• *“• 

Introduction to the 

An. F. B. Jevons. Seventh Edition. 12s. 

net. 

Health 

Fcaf. 8vo. 

Baby, The. Arthur Saunders. 

Care of the Body. The. F. < 

Care of the Teeth. The. A. T. Pa s 
EVPS OF OUR Children, The. N. Bishop 

h“aTth'Vor the Middle-Aged. Seymour 
Taylor. Third Edition 
Health of a Woman, The. R. Murray 

Hem'th or thk Sk.n, Thb. Oco,«. 


rut. 

Philosophy op Religion in England and 
America, The. Alfred Caldecott. 12s. td. 

net. 

XXXIX Articles op the Chukcii ok Lnc- 
X L and, The. Edited by E. C. b. Gibson. 

Ninth Edition. *S S - 


Series 

2S. 6d. net 

How to Live Long. J. Walter CarT. 
Prevention of the Common Cold, The 
O. K. Williamson. 

Staving the Plague. N. Bishop Harman, 
Throat and Ear Troubles. Maclco. 

Yearsley. Third Edition. 

Tuberculo sis. C live Rivier e. 

Health ok the Child, The. O. Hilton. 
Second Edition, it. net. 


The * Home Life * Series 

Illustrated. Demy 8vo. 


Home Lifp. in . A ?° 

Busbcy. • ec ° j Baylor Headland. 

Home Life in China. I. 

12s.6d.net. Miss Betham 

■S2S • — 


Home Life in Italy. Lina Duff Gordon. 
Third Edition. 12 s. td . net. 

Home Life in Norway. H. K. Daniels. 
Second Edition. 12s. 6 d. net. 

Home Life in Sfa.n S L. Bensusan. 
Second Edition. 12s. 6 d. net. 

Balkan Home L.he. Lucy M J- Garnett. 
12J. td. net. 



Methuen and Company Limited 



Leaders of Religion 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING. With Portraits 
Crown 8 vo. 3.1. 


Augustine ok Canterbury. E. L. Cults. 

Bishop Butler. W. A. Spooner. 

Bishop Wildbrfokcb. G. W. Daniell. 

Cardinal Manning. A. W. Hutton. Second 
Edition. 

Cardinal Newman. R. II. Hutton. 

Charles Simeon. H. C. G. Moule. 

George Fox, the Quaker. T. Hodgkin. 
Third Edition. 

John Donne. Augustus Jcssop. 

John Howe. R. F. Horton. 


net each volume 

John Kf.ble. Walter Lock. Seventh Edition. 

John Knox. F. MacCunn. Second Edition. 

John Wesley. J. H. Overton. 

Lancelot Andrewes. R. L. Ottley. Second 
Edition. 

Latimer. R. M. and A. J. Carlyle. 

Thomas Chalmers. Mrs. Oliphant. Second 
Edition. 

Thomas Cranmer. A. J. Mason. 

Thomas Ken. F. A. Clarke. 

William Laud. W. H. Hutton. Fourth 
Edition. 


The Library of Devotion 

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes 

Small Pott 8 vo, cloth, 31. net; also some volumes in leather , 

3-r. 6 d. net 


Bishop Wilson’s Sacra Privata. 

Book ok Devotions, A. Second Edition. 

Christian Year, The. Fifth Edition. 

Conkbssions ok St. Augustine, The. 

Ninth Edition, y. 6d. net. 

Day Book from the Saints and Fathers, 

A. 

Death and Immortality. 

Devotions from the Apocrypha. 

Devotions ok St. Anselm, The. 

Devotions for Every Day in the Week 
and THE Great Festivals. 

Grace Abounding to the Chief ok Sin¬ 
ners. 

Guide to Eternity, A. 

Horae Mysticab. A Day Book from the 
Writings of Mystics of Many Nations. 

Imitation of Christ, The. Eighth Edition. 

Inner Way, The. Third Edition. 

Introduction to the Devout Like, An. 


each volume 

Light, Like, and Love. A Selection from 
the German Mystics. 

Little Book op Heavenly Wisdom, A. 
A Selection from the English Mystics. 

Lyra Apostolica. 

Lyra Innocentium. Third Edition. 

Lyra Sacra. A Book of Sacred Verse. 
Second Edition. 

Manual of Consolation from the Saints 
and Fathers, A. 

On the Love of God. 

Preces Privatak. 

Psalms of David, The. 

Serious Call to a Devout and Holy 
Life, A. Fifth Edition. 

Song op Songs, The. 

Spiritual Combat, The. 

Spiritual Guide, The. Third Edition. 

Temple, The. Second Edition. 

Thoughts of Pascal, The. Second Edition. 
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Little Books on Art 

With many Illustrations. Demy i6mo. 5*. net each volume 

Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 30 to 40 Illustrations, 

including a Frontispiece in Photogravure 


Albrbcht DUrbr. L. J Allen. 

Arts or Japan, The. E, Dillon. Third 
Edition . 

Bookplates. E. Almack. 

Botticelli. Mary L. Bonnor. 

Burne-Jones. F. de Lisle. Third Edition . 
Cellini. R. H. H. Cust. 

Christian Symbolism. Mrs. H. Jenner. 
Christ in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner. 

Claude. E. Dillon. 

Constable. H. W. Tompkins. Second 
Edition . 

Corot. A. Pollard and E. Birnstingl. 

Early English Watbr-Colouk. C. E. 
Hughes. 

Enamels. Mrs. N. Dawson. Second Edition. 
Frederic Leighton. A. Corkran. 

George Romney. G. Poston. 


Greek Art. H. B. Walters. Fifth Edition. 

Greuze and Boucher. E. F. Pollard. 

Holbein. Mrs. G. Fortescue. 

Jewellery. C. Davenport. Second Edition. 

John Hoppner. H. P. K. Skipton. 

Sir Joshua Reynolds. J. Sime. Second 
Edition. 

Millet. N. Peacock. Second Edition. 

Miniatures. C. Davenport, V.D., F.S.A. 
Second Edition. 

Our Lady in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner. 
Raphael. A. R. Dryhurst. Second Edition 
Rodin. Muriel Ciolkowska. 

Turner. F. Tyrrcll-GilL 
Vandyck. M. G. Smallwood. 

Velazquez. W. Wilberforce and A. R. 
Gilbert. 

Watts. R. E. D. Skeichley. Second Edition. 


The Little Guides 

With many Illustrations by E. H. New and other artists, and from photographs 

Small Pott 8vo. 4 s - each volume 


The main features of[theset Guides are 0 )a h-^V-nd eba^rmirrgfoy^ ^^llus; 

trations from photographs an y . f everything that is interesting in the 

SS ht» C «“SLTu^ tL town or district treated. 


Cambridge and its Collects. A. H. 
Thompson. Fourth Edition, Revise J. 

Channel Islands, The. E. E. Bicknell. 

English Lakes, The. F. G. Brabant. 

Isle of Wight, The. G. Clinch. 

London. G. Clinch. 

Malvern Country, The. Sir B.C. A. Windle. 

Second Edition . 

North Wales. A. T. Story. 


Oxford and its Colleges. J. Wells. 
Tenth Edition. 

St. Paul’s Cathedral. G. Clinch. 

Shakespeare’s Country. Sir B. C. A. 
Windle. Fifth Edition. 

South Wales. G. W. and J. H. Wade. 

Temple, The. H. II. L. Bellot. 

Westminster Abbey. G. E. Troutbeck. 
Second Edition • 
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The Little Guides —continued 

Bedfordshire and Huntingdonshire. H. 
W. Macklin. 

Berkshire. F. G. Brabant. 

Buckinghamshire. E. S. Roscoe. Second 
Edition, Revised. 

Cambridgeshire. J. C. Cox. 

Cheshire. W. M. Gallichan. 

Cornwall. A. L. Salmon. Second Edition. 

Derbyshire. J. C. Cox. Second Edition. 

Devon. S. Baring-Gould. Fourth Edition. 

Dorset. F. R. Heath. Fourth Edition. 

Durham. J. E. Hodgkin. 

Essex. J. C. Cox. Second Edition. 

Gloucestershire. J. C. Cox. Second 
Edition. 

Hampshire. J. C. Cox. Third Edition. 

Herefordshire. G. W. and J. H. Wade. 

Hertfordshire. H. W. Tompkins. 

Kent. J. C. Cox. Second Edition, Re¬ 
written. 

Kerry. C. P. Crane. Second Edition. 

Leicestershire and Rutland. A. Harvey 
and V. B. Crowther-Beynon. 

Lincolnshire. J. C. Cox. 

Middlesex. J. B. Firth. 

Monmouthshire. G. W. and J. H. Wade. 

Norfolk. W. A. Dutt. Fourth Edition, 
Revised. 


Northamptonshire. W. Dry. Second 
Edition, Revised. 

Northumberland. J. E. Morris. 5* 
net. 

Nottinghamshire. L. Guilford. 

Oxfordshire. F. G. Brabant Second Edition. 

Shropshire. J. E. Auden. Second Edition. 

Somerset. G. W. and J. H. Wade. Fourth 
Edition. 

Staffordshire. C. Masefield. Second Edi¬ 
tion. 

Suffolk. W. A. Dull. Second Edition. 

Surrey. J. C Cox. Third Edition, Re¬ 
written. 

Sussex. F. G. Brabant. F'i/th Edition. 

Warwickshire. J. C. Cox. 

Wiltshire. F. R. Heath. Third Edition. 

Yorkshire, The East Riding. J. E. 
Morris. 

Yorkshire, The North Riding. J. E. 
Morris. 

Yorkshire, The West Riding. J. E. 
Morris. 5*. net. 


Brittany. S. Baring-Gould. Second Edition 
Normandy. C. Scudamore. Second Edition. 
Rome. C. G. Ellaby. 

Sicily. F. H. Jackson. 


The Little Library 


Wi*h Introduction, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces 

Small Pott 8 vo. Each Volume , cloth, 2 s. 6</. net; also some volumes 

in leather at 3*. 6 d. net 


Anon. A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH 
LYRICS. Second Edition. 3 s. 6 d. net. 

Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU¬ 
DICE. Two Volumes. 

NORTHANGER ABBEY. 

Bacon (Francis). THE ESSAYS OF 
LORD BACON. 

Barnett (Annie). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH PROSE. Third Edition. 

Beckford (William). THE HISTORY OF 
THE CALIPH VATHEK. 


Blako (William). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE. 

Browning (Robert). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE EARLY POEMS OF ROBERT 
BROWNING. 

Canning (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE ANTI-JACOBIN: With some later 
Poems by George Canning. 

Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OF 
ABRAHAM COWLEY. 
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The Little Library —continued 


Crabbe (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS OF GEORGE CRABBE. 

Crash aw (Richard). THE ENGLISH 
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW. 


Dante Alighieri. PURGATORY. 
PARADISE. 


Darley (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY. 


Klnglake (A. W.). EOTHEN. Second 
Edition, as. 6 d. net 


Locker (F.). LONDON LYRICS. 

Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF 
ANDREW MARVELL. 

Milton (John). THE MINOR POEMS OF 
JOHN MILTON. 

Moir (D. M.). MANSIE WAUCH. 

Michols (Bowyer). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH SONNETS. 


Smith (Horace and James). REJECTED 
ADDRESSES. 


Sterne (Laurence). 
JOURNEY. 


A SENTIMENTAL 


SON. 

IN MEMORIAM. 

THE PRINCESS. 

MAUD. 

*?}£&<!?Su r <W HE poems ot 

’ S ,SroF <E 1 UFE lh U L iwri? 

Nineteenth Edition. 

WORTH. 

■asks? 


The Little Quarto Shakespeare 

Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes 

Pcu l6mo. 40 Volumes. LaUhtr, priu u. gd. “«* volume 


Miniature Library 

» ../i.v it Gd net each volume 
Demy 32 mo. leather, 3 s. w. 

EurHRANOR: A. Dialogue on Youth. Edward I Sw^dFUzGerald. 

JSSSSfrtT or Omar KhavvAm. Edw J Fi.rGer.td, F./,k EM.,*- CM.,. 


The New Library of Medicine 

Edited by C. w. SAI.EEBY. Dtmy 8» 

_IV. 


I.* *„o Hraotm Ronald C. Maef.e, W 
Edition. 10 s. 6 d. net. 

:a»k or thb Boov, Tup- F. Cavanagh. 
Second Edition, tos. 6 d. net. 

"hildren of the Nation, The. The Right 
" Hon. Sir John Gorsr. W 
JOS. fid. net. 

DRUGS AND THE Drug Habit. H. Sains- 
bury. xor. 6c/. net. 


Functional Nervk Diseases. A. T. Scho¬ 
field. ioj. td. net. 

IIygieneof Mind, The. Sir T. S. Clouston. 
Sixth Edition, ioj. 6 d. net. 

Infant Mortality. Sir George Newman, 
jo s. 6 d. net . 

Prevention of Tuberculosis (Consump 
tion), The. Arthur Newsholmc. Second 
Edition, iv. &/. net. 
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The New Library of Music 

Edited by ERNEST NEWMAN. Illustrated . Demy 8 vo. 10s. 6 d. net 
Brahms. J. A. Fuller-Maitland. Second Handbl. R. A. Streatteild. Second Edition. 
Edition . Hugo Wolf. Ernest Newman. 

Oxford Biographies 

Illustrated. Fcap. 8 vo. Each volume, cloth, 4s. net; 

also some in leather , 5*. net 

Dante Alighieri. Paget Toynbee. Fifth Sir Walter Raleigh. I. A. Taylor. 

Edition. 

Gikolamo Savonarola. E. L. S. Horsburgh. Chatham. A. S. McDowalL 

Sixth Edition. 

John Howard. E. C. S. Gibson. Canning. W. Alison Phillips. 

Nine Plays 

Fcap. 8 vo. 31. 6 d. net 

Across the Border. Beulah Marie Dix. Kismet. Edward Knoblock. Third Edi• 

Honeymoon, The. A Comedy in Three Acts. tion. 

Arnold Bennett. Third Edition. # Typhoon. A Play in Four Acts. Melchior 

Great Adventure, The. A Play of Fancy m LengycL English Version by Laurence 
Four Acts. Arnold Bennett. Fourth Edition. Irving Second Edition. 

Milestone 5 . Arnold Bennett and Edward Warb Case, The. George Pleydell. 

knoblock. Eighth Edition. ' .. * J 

1 l>eal Husband, An. Oscar Wilde. Acting General Post. J. E. Harold Terry. Second 
Edition. Edition. 

Sport Series 

Illustrated. Fcap. 8 vo. 2 s. net 

Flying, Ali. About. Gertrude Bacon. Golfing Swing, The. Burnham Hare. 

Fourth Edition . 

Golf Do’s and Dont’s. ' Stancliffe.’ Sixth How to Swim. H. R. Austin. 

Edition. Wrestling. P. Longhurst. 

The States of Italy 

Edited by E. ARMSTRONG and R. LANGTON DOUGLAS 

Illustrated. Demy 8 vo 

Milan under the Sporza, A History op. Verona, A History of. A. M. Allen. 

Cecilia M. Ady. iu. 6 d. net. 15 s. net. 

Perugia, A History of. W. Hey wood. 15 s. net. 

The Westminster Commentaries 

General Editor, WALTER LOCK 

Demy 8 vo 

Isaiah. G. W. Wade. i6x. net. 

Jeremiah. L. E. Binns. its. net. 

Job. E. C. S. Gibson. Second Edition. 
8j. 6 d. net. 

Pastoral Epistles, The. E. F. Brown. 
8 s. td. net. 

Philippians, The. Maurice Jones. 8 j. til. 
net. 

St. James. R. J. Knowling. Second Edi • 
tion. 8 s. 6d. net. 

St. Matthew. P. A. Micklcm. 15J. net . 


Acts op the Apostles, The. R. B. Rack- 
ham. Seventh Edition. its. net. 

Amos. E. A. Edghill. 8 s. td. net. 

Corinthians, I. H. L. Goudge. Fourth 
Edition. 8 s. td. net. 

Exodus. A. H. M'Neile. Second Edition. 

15 s. net. 

Ezekiel. H. A. Redpath. 12s. td. net. 

Genesis. S. R. Driver. Tenth Edition. 

16 s. net . 

Hebrews. E. C. Wickham. R s. td. net. 
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The ‘Young* Series 


Illustrated. 

Youmg Botanist, The, W. P. Westell and 
C. S. Cooper. 6 s. net. 

Young Carpenter, The. Cyril Hall. 6 s. 
net . 

Young Electrician, The. Hammond Hall. 

Second Edition. 6s. net. 


Crcnott Svo 

Young Engineer, The. Hammond Hall 
Third Edition. 6 s. not. 

Young Naturalist, The. W. P. Westell. 
js. 6d. not. 

Young Ornithologist, The. W. P. Westell 
dr. net. 


Methuen’s Cheap Library 


Fcap. 8 vo. 

All Things Considered. G. K. Chesterton 
Best of Lamb, The. Edited by E. V. Lucas 
Blue Bird, The. Maurice Maeterlinck. 
Charles Dickens. G. K. Chesterton. 
Charmidbs, and other Poems. Oscar 
Wilde. o . 

ChitrXl : The Story of a Minor Siege, bir 
G. S. Robertson. 


U. O. KODCIKSOn. 

Customs of Old England, The. • J- 

Snell. 

Db Profundis. Oscar Wilde. 

Famous Wits, A Book of. W. Jerrold. 
From Midshipman to Field-Marshai- 
Sir Evelyn Wood, F.M., V.C. 

Harvest Home. E. V. Lucas. 

Hills and the Sea. Hilaire Belloc. 

Ideal Husband, An. Oscar Wilde. 
Importance of being Earnest, The. 
Oscar Wilde. 

Intentions. Oscar Wilde. 

Jane Austen and her Times. G. 

jJSTZU King of the Wa-Kikuyu. 

John Boyes. 

Lady Windermere’s Fan. Oscar Wil e. 

Letters from a Self-made Merchant 
to his Son. George Horace Lonmer. 

Life of John Ruskin, The. W. G. Colling 
wood. _. 

Life of Robert Louis Stevenson, The. 
Graham Balfour. Lucas . 

Little of Evekvth'ng A E. 

Maky Magdalene. Maunce Maeter ^ ^ 


2 s. ml 

Mirror of the Sea, The. J. Conr.id. 
Mixed Vintages. E V. Lucas. 

Modern Problems. Sir Oliver Lodge. 

My Childhood and Boyhood. Leo Tolstoy. 

Mv Youth. Leo Tolstoy. 

Old Country Life. S. Baring-Gould. 

Old Time Parson, The. P. H. Ditch- 
field. 


On Everything. Hilaire Belloc. 

On Nothing. Hilaire Belloc. 

Oscar Wilde : A Critical Study. Arthur 

Ransome. . 

Picked Company, A. Hilaire Belloc. 
Reason and Belief. Sir Oliver Ix>d„c. 

R. L.S. Francis WatL 

Science from an Easy Chair. Sir Ray 

Lankester. 

Selected Poems. Oscar Wilde. 

Selected Prose. Oscar W llde. 

f Hudson. 

Shepherds Life, a. k 

SHILLING FOR MY THOUGHTS, A. G. K. 

S^al^Ey^ls and their remedy. Leo 

Some 5 StbrsofR.L. Steyenson. Selected 
bv Lloyd Osbourne. 

Dy „ The. Sir Oliver 

Substance of Faith, 

L ° dBC ’ Man The. Sir Oliver Lodge. 

Survival of Man, x _ 

Tower of London, The. R- Da%e>. 

IZ ,m“ R s Ad Rob- tuis S—. 

r-‘ — 

W<3MAN .r HO IMPOHTANCB. A. O.CA, 
Wilde. 


A Selection only 
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Books for Travellers 

Crown 8vo. 8s. 6d. net each 


Each volume contains a number of Illustrations in Colour 


Avon and Shakespeare’s Country, The. 
A. G. Bradley. Second Edition. 

Bi.ack Forest, A Book of the. C. E. 
Hughes. 

Cities of Lombardy, The. Edward Hutton. 

Cities of Romagna and the Marches, 
The. Edward Hutton. 

Cities of Spain, The. Edward Hutton. 
Fifth Edition . 

Cities of Umbria, The. Edward Hutton. 
Fifth Edition . 

Florence and Northern Tuscany, with 
Genoa. Edward Hutton. Third Edition. 

Land of Pardons, The (Brittany). Anatole 
Le Braz. Fourth Edition. 

London Revisited. E. V. Lucas. Third 
Edition. Sr. 6 d. net. 

Naples. Arthur H. Norway. Fourth Edi¬ 
tion. 8 s. 6 d. net. 

Naples and Southern Italy. Edward 
Hutton. 


Naples Riviera, The. H. M. Vaughan. 

Second Edition. 

New Forest, The. Horace G. Hutchinson. 
Fourth Edition. 

Norway and its Fjords. M. A. Wyllic. 

Rome. Edward Hutton. Third Edition. 

Round about Wiltshire. A. G. Bradley. 
Third Edition. 

Siena and Southern Tuscany. Edward 
Hutton. Second Edition. 

Skirts of the Great City, The. Mrs. A. 
G. Bell. Second Edition . 


Venice and Vrnetia. Edward Hutton. 


Wanderer in Florence, A. 
Sixth Edition. 

Wanderer in Paris, A. 
Thirteenth Edition . 

Wanderer in Holland, A. 
Sixteenth Edition. 

Wanderer in London, A. 
Eighteenth Edition. 

Wanderer in Venice, A. 
Second Edition. 


E. 

V. 

Lucas. 

E. 

V. 

Lucas. 

E. 

V. 

Lucas. 

E. 

V. 

Lucas. 

E. 

V. 

Lucas. 


Some Books on Art 


Art, Ancient and Medieval. M. H. 
Bulley. Illustrated. Crown Svo. 7 s. 6d. 
net. 

British School, The. An Anecdotal Guide 
to the British Painters and Paintings in the 
National Gallery. E. V. Lucas. Illus¬ 
trated. Fcap. Svo. 6s. net . 

Decorative Iron Work. From the xnh 
to the xvmth Century. Charles ffoulkes. 
Royal 4/0. £2 2s. net. 

Francesco Guardi, 1712-1793. G. A. 
Simonson. Illustrated. Imperial s^to. 
£2 2s. net. 

Illustrations of the Book of Job. 
William Blake. Quarto. £1 is. net. 

Italian Sculptors. W. G. Waters. Illus¬ 
trated. Crown Svo. 7 s. 6d. net. 


Old Paste. A. Beresford Ryley. Illustrated. 
Royal 4to. £2 2 s. net . 

One Hundred Masterpieces of Sculpture. 
With an Introduction by G. F. Hill. Illus¬ 
trated. Demy Svo. 12s. 6 d. net. 

Royal Academy Lectures on Painting. 
George Clausen. Illustrated. Crown Svo . 
7*. 6 d. net. 

Saints in Art, The. Margpret E. Tabor. 
Illustrated. Third Edition Fcap. Svo . 
5 *. net. 

Schools of Painting. Mary Innes. Illus¬ 
trated. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 8j. net. 

Celtic Art in Pagan and Christian Times. 
J. R. Allen. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Demy Svo. 1 os. 6 d. not. 
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Some Books on Italy 


Florence and her Treasures. H. M- 
Vaughan. Illustrated. l'cap. 8 vo. 6s. net. 

Florence and the Cities of Northern 
Tuscany, with Genoa. Edward Hutton. 
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 

8j. 6 d. tut. 

Lombardy, The Cities of. Edward Hutton. 
Illustrated. Cr. 6rf. net. 

Milan under the Sforza, A History of- 
Cecilia M. Ady. Illustrated. Demy 8 ro. 
12 s. 6d. net. 

Naples: Past and Tiescnt. A. H - Norway. 
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 

8 s. net . 

NAri.es Rivikra, The. H, M. Wm. 
Illustrated. Second Edition. C>. 

Zs. 6 d. net . 

Naples and Southern Italy. E. Hutton. 
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 8s. 6 d. net. 

Perugia, A History or. William Heywimd. 
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. iy.net. 

Rohe. Edvard Holton. Illu.tr.l«l 7 *'"' 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 8 r. 6 d. net. 

Romagna and the Marches, The Ch-ibs 
ok. Edward Hutton, cr. ovo 
net • 

ROMR. C. G. ElUby. Illustrated. Small 
Pott Zvo. 4 s - nct - 


Illustrated. Smalt 


Sicily: The New Winter Resort. Douglas 
Sladcn. Illustrated. Second Edition. C r. 
8ro. 7 s. 6d. net. 

Siena and Southern Tuscany. Edward 
Hutton. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. 8s. 6d. net. 

Umcria. The Cities of. Edward Hutton. 
Ilta'u.lrd. Fifth Edition. Cr. 8 ». 
8 s. 6 d. net. 

Venice and Venetia. Edward Hutton. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8r o. 8 j. 6d . net. 

Venice on Foot. H. A. Douglas. Illus 
trated. Second Edition, heap. Zvo. 6s.net. 

Venice and her Treasures. H. A. 
Douglas. Illustrated. Fcaf. Zvo. 6s. net. 

Verona, A History of. A. M. Allen. 
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. *5 s. net. 

Dante Alighieri : His Life and Works. 
Paget Toynbee. Illustrated. Fourth Edi¬ 
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net. 

Lakes of Northern Italy. The. Richard 
Bagot. Illustrated. Second Edition. Ecap. 
8 vo. 6s. net. 

Savonarola, Girolamo. E. L. S. HOTsburgh. 
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 
6 s. net . 

Skirr Italian : A Liul. ^ f ? So . 

veHers in Italy. Ruth S. Phelps. 

5 s. net . 


Sicily. F. H. Jackson. 
Pott Zvo. V- net. 
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Part III.—A Selection of Works of Fiction 


Albanesl (E. Marla). I KNOW A 
MAIDEN. Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. ys. 
net. 

THE GLAD HEART. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
8 vo. 7*. net. 

Aumonler (Stacy). OLGA BAR DEL. 
Cr. Bvo. 7 s. net. 

Bagot (Richard). THE HOUSE OK 

SERRAVALLE. Third Edition. Cr. 

Bvo. 7 s. net. 

Bailey (H. C.). THE SEA CAPTAIN. 
Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 7 s. net. 

THE HIGHWAYMAN. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 7 s. net. 

THE GAMESTERS. Second Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 7 s. net. 

THE YOUNG LOVERS. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 7 s. net. 


THESE TWAIN. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
8 vo. ys. net. 

THE CARD. Thirteenth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
7 s. net. 

THE REGENT: A Five Towns Story of 
Adventure in London. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 7 s. net. 

THE TRICE OF LOVE. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 7 s. net. 

BURIED ALIVE. Ninth Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 7 s. net. 

A MAN FROM THE NORTH. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. ys. net. 

THE MATADOR OF THE FIVE TOWNS. 
Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 7 s. net. 

WHOM GOD HATH JOINED. A New 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. ys.net. 

A GREAT MAN: A Frolic. Seventh 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. ys. net. 


Baring -Gould (S.). THE BROOM- 
SQUIRE. Illustrated. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. ys. net. 


Barr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF 

ALARMS. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. ys. 
net. 

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. ys. net. 

THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. ys. net. 


Begbie (Harold). THE CURIOUS ANI 
DIVERTING ADVENTURES OF SII 
JOHN SPARROW, Bart. ; or, Th 
Progress of an Open Mind. Secon , 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. ys. net. 


Belloc (H.). EMMANUEL 
MERCHANT. Illustrated. 
tion. Cr. Bvo. ys. net. 


BURDEN, 

Second Edi- 


Bennett (Arnold). CLAYHANGER. 

Twelfth Edition. Cr. Bvo. Bs. net. 

HILDA LESSWAYS. Eighth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. ys. net. 


Benson (E. F.). DODO: A Detail of the 
Day. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. Bvo. ys. 
rut . 


Birmingham (George A.). SPANISH 
GOLD. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. Bvo. ys. 
net. 

THE SEARCH PARTY. Tenth Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. ys. net. 

LALAGE’S LOVERS. Third Edition. Cr. 

Bvo. ys. net. 

GOSSAMER. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. ys. 
net. 

THE ISLAND MYSTERY. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. Bvo. ys. net. 

THE BAD TIMES. Second Edition. Cr. 
Bvo ys. net. 


Bowon (Marjorlo). I WILL MAINTAIN. 
Ninth Edition. Cr. Bvo. ys.net. 

DEFENDER OF THE FAITH. Seventh 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. ys. net. 

WILLIAM, BY THE GRACE OF GOD. 
Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. ys. net. 
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GOD AND THE KING. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 7s. net. 

PRINCE AND HERETIC. Third Edition. 
Cr . 8vo. 7 s. t:cf. 

A KNIGHT OF SPAIN. Third Edition. 
Cr . 8 vo. 7 s. tut. 

THE QUEST OF GLORY. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 7 s. net. 

THE GOVERNOR OF ENGLAND. Third 
Edition . Cr. 8w. 7 J * ne ^ 

THE CARNIVAL OF FLORENCE. Fifth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 7s. net. 

MR. WASHINGTON. Third Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. ys. net. 

“BECAUSE OF THESE THINGS. . . ." 
Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. is. net. 

THE THIRD ESTATE. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 7 s. net. 

Burroughs (Edgar Rice). THE RETURN 
OF TARZAN. Fcap. 8 vo. net. 

THE BEASTS OF TARZAN. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. net. 

THE SON OF TARZAN. Cr. 8 vo. is. net. 
A PRINCESS OF MARS. Cr. Bvo. 3 *■ net. 

Castle (Agnes and Egerton). THE 
GOLDEN BARRIER. Third Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 7 s. net. 

Conrad (Joseph). A SET OF SIX. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 7s. net. 

VICTORY: An Isi.and Tale. Sixth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. gs. net. 

Conyers (Dorothea). SANDY MARRIED. 
Fifth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 7s. net. 

OLD ANDY. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 7s. 

net. . . 

THE BLIGHTING OF BARTRAM. Tktr 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 7s. net. 

B. E. N. Cr Bvo. 71. net. 

Corelli (Marie). A Cr! 7 v?. 

WORLDS. Thirty-fifth Edition, c 

7 s. 6d. net. 

85. net . 

THELMA: A Norwegian P ^ sc ^' 

Fijty-ninth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 

ARDATH: The 

Twenty fourth Edition. 

net. 


THE SOUL OF LILITH. Twentieth 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 7 s - net - 

WORMWOOD: A Drama ok Paris. 

Twenty-second Edition. Cr. Bvo. Ss.net. 

BARABBAS: A Dream ok the Woki.u's 
Tkachov. Fiftieth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 8 j. 
net. 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Sixty third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 7 s • 


T i~ p ssj 4-: ruDV .3- 

Thousand. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. net. 

OOD'S GOOD MAN: A Simple 1-ovk 

G sS,Sv. Twentieth Edition, t&k thou¬ 
sand. Cr. Bvo. Bs. 6d. net. 

h ^ t °?se rS! ^ H“” dv 

Thousand. Cr. Bvo. Bs. 6d. net. 

the mighty atom ™ 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 7s. 6d. tut. 

BOY: A Sketch. Twentieth Edition. Cr. 
8 vo. 6s. net. 

CAMEOS. Fi/t.cntt. Edition. Cr. bn: 
6s. net. 

C ™l£“ 9i/>SEduln Ci C^ K 7>. no- 

net. 

, Mr . M) THIS WAY OUT. 
Dudoney (Mrs. 

Cr. Bvo. 7S- net. 

„ HPB) A MOTHER'S SON. 

wjsati'^s a 0 ““‘K 

7J. 

w THE PROPHET OF 

ngERKELEY' SQUARE.' Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 7 s. net. 
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FELIX : Three Years in a Life. Seventh 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 7s. net. 

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN Eighth 
Edition . Cr. 8 vo. 7s. net. 

BYEWAYS. Cr. Qvo. js. net. 

THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Twenty- 

sixth Edition . Illustrated. Cr. 8 vo. 8 s. 6d. 
net. 

THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Ninth 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 8 s. 6d. net. 

BARBARY SHEEP. Second Edition. Cr. 
8 vo. 6s. net. 

THE DWELLER ON THE THRESHOLD. 
Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

THE WAY OF AMBITION. Fifth Edi¬ 
tion . Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

IN THE WILDERNESS. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

Hope (Anthony), A CHANGE OF AIR. 

Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo. 7 s. net. 

A MAN OF MARK. Seventh Edition. Cr. 
8 vo. 7 s. net. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN- 
TONIO. Sixth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 7s. 
net. 

PHROSO. Illustrated. Ninth Edition. Cr. 
8 vo. 7s. net. 

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Ninth Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 7s. net. 

THE KINGS MIRROR. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. 8 z 70. 7 s. net. 

QUISANTE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 7 s. 
net. 

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr.Bvo. 7 s. 

net. 

TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. Third Edi¬ 
tion. Cr. 8 vo. 7J. net. 

A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC. Ulus- 
trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

MRS. MAXON PROTESTS. Third Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

A Y°V NG MAN’S YEAR. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 


Hyne (C. J. CutclifTe). MR. HORROCKS 
PURSER. Fifth Edition. Cr. 8 vo ’ 

net. 


7 -f. 


FIREMEN HOT. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
8vo. 7 s net. 

CAPTAIN KETTLE ON THE WAR- 
PATH. Third F.dition. Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

RED HERRINGS. Cr.Bvo. 6s.net. 


Jacobs (W. W.). MANY CARGOES. 
Thirty-third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 5#. net. 
A Iso Cr. 8vo. 2 s. 6 d. net. 

SEA URCHINS. Nineteenth Edition. Cr. 
8 vo. 5J. net. 

Also Cr. 8vo. 3 s. 6d. net. 

A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated. 
Eleventh Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 5J. net. 

LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. Fifteenth 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 5 s. net. 

THE SKIPPER'S WOOING. Twelfth 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 5J. net. 

ATSUNWICH PORT. Illustrated. Eleventh 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. s s - **et. 

DIALSTONE LANE. Illustrated. Eighth 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo 5 s. net. 

ODD CRAFT. Illustrated. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 5-t. net. 

THE LADY OF THE BARGE. Illustrated. 
Tenth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 5s. net. 

SALTHAVEN. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 55. net. 

SAILORS’ KNOTS. Illustrated. Sixth 
Edition. Cr. 8r o. 5J. net. 

SHORT CRUISES. Third Edition. Cr 
8 vo. 5 s. net. 

King (Basil). THE LIFTED VEIL. Cr. 
8 vo. 7 s. net. 

Lethbridge (Sybil C.). ONE WOMAN’S 
HERO. Cr. 8t >0. js. net. 

London (Jack). WHITE FANG. Ninth 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

Lowndes (Mrs. Belloo). THE LODGER. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. js. net. 

Lucas (E. Y.). LISTENER’S LURE: An 
Oblique Narration. Twelfth Edition. 
Fcap. 8r o. 6s. net. 

OVER BEMERTON'S: An Easy-going 
Chronicle. Sixteenth Edition. Fcap. 
8t w. 6s. net. 

MR. INGLESIDE. Thirteenth Edition. 
Fcap. 8 vo. 6s. net. 

LONDON LAVENDER. Twelfth Edition. 
Fcap. 8 vo. 6s. net. 

LANDMARKS. Fifth Edition . Cr. 6 vo. 
7s. net. 

THE VERMILION BOX. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 7s. net. 

Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN. 
NOVELIST. 44 th Thousand. Cr. 8 vo. 
5 s. net. 
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McKenna (Stephen). SONIA: Between 
Two Worlds. Sixteenth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 
8j. net. 

NINETY-SIX HOURS' LEAVE. Fifth 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. ys. net. 

THE SIXTH SENSE. Cr. Svo. ts.net. 
MIDAS & SON. Cr. 8 vo. 8 s. net. 

Macnaoghtan (S.). PETER AND JANE. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. ys. net. 

Halct (Lucas). I HE HISTORY OF SIR 
RICHARD CALMADY: A Romance. 
Seventh Edition. Cr. 8 vo. ys. net. 

THE WAGES OF SIN. Sixteenth Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. ys. net. 

THE CARISSIMA. Fifth Edition. Cr 
8 vo. ys. net. 

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fifth Edi¬ 
tion . Cr. 8 vo. 7s. net. 

Mason (A. E. W.). CLEMENTINA. 
Illustrated. Ninth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. ys. 
net. 


Maxwell (W. B.). VIVIEN. Thirteenth 
Edition. Cr. Svo . ys. net. 

THE GUARDED FLAME. Seventh Edt- 
tion. Cr. Svo. ys. net. 

ODD LENGTHS. Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 
ys. net. 

HILL RISE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8va. ys. 
mt. 

THE REST CURE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
8 vo. ys. net. 

Milne (A. A.). THE DAY’S PLAY. Sixth 
Edition. Cr. Svo. ys. mt. 

ONCE A WEEK. Cr. Svo. ys.net. 


Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF * 1EA ^ 
STREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr. Svo. 7s. 

A CHILD OF THE JAGO. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. Svo. ys. mt. 

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. I'ourth 
Edition. Cr. 8cw. ys. net. 

DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. 8vo. ys.net. 

Oppenhelm (E. Phillips). MASTER OF 
MEN. Fifth Edition. Cr. too. ys. net. 
THE MISSING DELORA. I lustrated. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 7 * nef - 
it DOUBLE LIKE OF MR. ALFRED 
BURTON. Second Edition. Cr.Svo. y- 

A "people's MAN. Third Edition. Cr. 

M 8 iTgr'eX OF MONTE CARLO. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 7 *- nct - 


THE VANISHED MESSENGER. Second 
Edition. Cr. Svo. ys. mt. 

THE HILLMAN. Cr. Svo . ys. net. 


Oxcnham (John). A WEAVER OF 
WEBS. Illustrated. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
St'o. ys. net. 

PROFIT AND LOSS. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. Svo. ys. net. 

THE SONG OF HYACINTH, and Other 
Stories. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. ys. 
net. 

LAURISTONS. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 
ys. net. 

THE COIL OF CARNE. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. Svo. ys. net. 

THE QUEST OF THE GOLDEN ROSE. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. ys. net. 

MARY ALL-ALONE. Thitd Edition. Cr. 
Svo. ys. mt. 

BROKEN SHACKLES. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Svo. ys. net. 

“ 1914 .” Third Edition. Cr. Svo. ys. net. 


5 arker (Gilbert). PIERRE AND HIS 
PEOPLE. Seventh Edition. Cr. Svo. ys. 
net . 

VIRS. FALCHION. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
Svo. ys. net. 

[•HE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. ys. net. 

PHE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus¬ 
trated. Tenth Edition. Cr. Svo. ys. net. 

VHEN VALMONDCAMETO PONTIAC : 
Tiie Story of a Lost Napoleon. Seventh 
Edition. Cr. Svo. ys. net. 

IN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH: 
The Last Adventures of Pretty 
Pierre.' Fifth Edition. Cr.Svo. ys.net. 

•HE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illus¬ 
trated. Twentieth Edition. Cr. Svo. ys. 
mt. 

[•HE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: A 
Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated. 
Seventh Edition. Cr. Svo. ys. net. 

'HE POMP OF THE LA VILE LIES. 
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net. 

NORTHERN LIGHTS. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Svo. ys. net. 

>errln (Alice). THE CHARM. Fifth 
Edition. Cr. Svo. ys. net. 

>hillpotta (Eden). CHILDREN OF THE 
MIST. Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo. ys. vet. 
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THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece. 
Seventh Edition . Cr. 8 <x>. 7 s. net. 

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second Edi¬ 
tion. Cr. St'O. 7 s. net. 

THE RIVER. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 75. 
net. 

THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

DEMETER'S DAUGHTER. Third Edi¬ 
tion. Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

THE HUMAN BOY AND THE WAR. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

Ridge (W. Pett). A SON OF THE 
STATE. Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. Js. 
net. 

THE REMINGTON SENTENCE. Third 

Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

MADAME PRINCE. Second Edition. Cr. 
8 vo. Js. net. 

TOP SPEED. Second Edition. Cr. %vo. 
7 *. net. 

SPECIAL PERFORMANCES. Cr. 8 vo. 

dr. net. 

THE BUSTLING HOURS. Cr. 8 vo. ys. 
net. 

Rohmer (Sax). THE DEVIL DOCTOR. 

Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 7 s. not. 

THE SI-FAN MYSTERIES. Second Edi- 
t/on. Cr. 8 vo. ys. net. 

TALES OF SECRET EGYPT. Cr. 8 vo. 
6 j. net. 

THE ORCHARD OF TEARS. Cr. 8 vo. 
6 s net. 

Swlnnevton (?.). SHOPS AND HOUSES. 
Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 


Wells (H. Q.). BE ALB Y. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. 81 h>. 7 s. net. 

Williamson (C. N. and A. M.). THE 
LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR: Tiik 
Stkangk Adventures of a Motor Car. 
Illustrated. Twenty-second Edition. Cr. 
8 vo. 7 s. net. 

THE PRINCESS PASSES: A Romance 
of a Motor. Illustrated. Ninth Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER. 
Nineteenth Edition. Cr. 8tw. 7 s. net. 

SCARLET RUNNER. Illustrated. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

LORD LOVELAND DISCOVERS 
AMERICA. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8t >o. Js. net. 

THE GOLDEN SILENCE. Illustrated. 
Eighth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

THE GUESTS OF HERCULES. Illus¬ 
trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

IT HAPPENED IN EGYPT. Illustrated. 
Seventh Edition. Cr. 8 vo. ys. net. 

A SOLDIER OF THE LEGION. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 7 s. net. 

THE SHOP GIRL. Cr. 8 vo. ys. net. 

THE LIGHTNING CONDUCTRESS. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. ys. net. 

SECRET HISTORY. Cr. 8 vo. ys. net. 

THE LOVE PIRATE. Illustrated. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. ys. net. 

A Iso Cr. 8 vo. y. 6 d. net. 

CRUCIFIX CORNER. Cr. 8p*. 6s. net. 

Wilson (Romer). MARTIN SCHULER. 
Cr. 8 vo. ys. net. 


Books for Boys and Girls 


Illustrated. Crown 8 vo. Cr, net. 


Getting Well of Dorothy, The. Mrs. 
W. K. Clifford. 6 s. net. 

Girl of the People, A. L. T. Meade. 

Honourable Miss, The. L. T. Meade. 


Master Rockafeli.ar's Voyage. W. Clark 
Russell. 

Red Grange, The. Mrs. Molesworth. 

There was once a Prince. Mrs. M. E. 
Mann. 
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Methuen’s Cheap Novels 

Fcap. Svo 


Abandoned. W. Clark Russell. 

Adventures of Dk. Whitty, The. George 
A. Birmingham. 

Anglo-Indians, The. Alice Perrin. 

Anna op the Five Towns. Arnold Bennett. 
Anthony Cuthbkrt. Richard Bagot. 

Babes in the Wood. B. M. Croker. 

Bad Times, The. George A. Birmingham. 
Barbary Sheep. Robert Hichens. 

Because op These Things. . . . Marjorie 
Bowen. 

Beloved Enemy, The. E. Maria Albanesi. 

Below Stairs. Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick. 

Botor Chaperon, Tub. C. N. and A. M. 
Williamson. 

Boy. Marie Corelli. 

Branded Prince, The. Weathcby Chesney. 
Broken Shacki.es. John Oxenham. 

Broom Squire, The. S. Baring-Gould. 
Buried Alive. Arnold Bennett. 

Byeways. Robert Hichens. 

Call of the Blood, The. Robert Hichens. 
Cameos. Marie Corelli. 

Card, The. Arnold Bennett. 

Cakissima, The. Lucas Malet. 

Cfase Fire. J. M. Cobban 
Chance. Joseph Conrad. 

Change in the Cabinet, A Hilaire Belloc. 
Chink in the Armour, The. Mrs. Belloc 

Lowndes. 

CHRONICLES OF A GERMAN TOWK. The 
Author of “ Mercia in Germany. 

Coil of Carne, The. John Oxenham. 
Convert, The. Elizabeth Robins. 

Counsel of Perfection, A. Lucas Malet. 

C rooked Way, The. William L« Qh.hx. 
Dah Russel the Fox. E. <E. Somcmllc 
and Martin Ross. 

Darnelev Place. Richard Bagot. 

Dead Men tell no Talks. E. W. Hor- 
nung. 

Demetbr’s Daughter. Eden Pbillpotts. 
Demon, The. C. N. and A. M. Williamson. 


2s. tut. 

Desert Trail, The. Dane Coolidge. 
Devil Doctor, The. Sax Rohmer. 
Double Life of Mr. Alfred Burton. 

The. E. Phillips Oppenbeim. 

Duke’s Motto, The. J. H. McCarthy. 
Emmanuel Burden. Hilaire Belloc. 

End of her Honeymoon, Tiik. Mrs. 
Belloc Lowndes. 

Family, The. Elinor Mordaunt. 

Fire in Stubble. Baroness Orczy. 

Firemen Hot. C. J. Cutclipfe Hynk. 
Fi.owrr of the Dusk. Myrtle Reed. 

Gate of the Desert, The. John Oxenham. 
Gates of Wrath, The. Arnold Bennett. 
Gentleman Adventurer, The. II. C. 
Bailey. 

Golden Centipede, The. I-ouise Gerard. 
Golden Silence, The. C. N. and A. M. 
Williamson. 

Gossamer. George A. Birmingham. 
Governor of England, The. Marjorie 
Bowen. 

Great Lady, A. Adeline Sergeant. 

Great Man, A. Arnold Bennett. 

Guarded Flame, The. W. B. Maxwell 
Guiding Thread, The. Beatrice Harraden. 
Halo, The. Baroness von Huttcn. 

Happy Hunting Ground, The. Alice 

Perrin. 

Happy Valley, The. B. M. Croker. 

Heart of his Heart. E. Maria Albanesi. 
Heart of the Ancient Wood, The. 

Charles G. D. Roberts. 

Heather Moon, The. C. N. and A. M. 
Williamson. 

Heritage ok Peril, A. A. W. Marchmont. 
Highwayman, The. H. C. Ba.ley. 

Hillman, The. E. Phillips Oppenbeim. 

Hill Rise. W. B. Maxwell. 

House of Sekravalle, The. Richard 
Bagot. 

Hyena of Kallu, The. Louise Gerard. 
Island Princess, His W. Clark Russell. 
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Jane. Marie Corelli. 

Johanna. B. M. Crokcr. 

JossrH. Frank Danby. 

Joshua Davidson, Communist. E. Lynn 
Linton. 

Joss, The. Richard Marsh. 

Kinsman, The. Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick. 

Knight of Spain, A. Marjorie Bowen. 

Lady Betty Ackoss the Water. C. N. 
and A. M. Williamson. 

Lai.agk's Lovers. George A. Birmingham. 

Lantern Bearers, The. Mrs. Alfred Sidg¬ 
wick. 

Lauristons. John Oxenham. 

Lavender and Old Lace. Myrtle Reed. 

Light Freights. W. W. Jacobs. 

Lodger, The. Mrs. Belloc Lowndes. 

Long Road, The. John Oxenham. 

Love ano Louisa E. Maria Albancsi. 

Ixjvk Pirate, The. C. N. and A. M. 
Williamson. 

Mary All-Alone. John Oxenham. 

Master of the Vineyard. Myrtle Reed. 

Master’s Violin, The. Myrtle Reed. 

Max Carr ados. Ernest Bramah. 

Mayor of Troy, The. “ Q." 

Mkss Deck, The. W. F. Shannon. 

Mighty Atom, The. Marie Corelli. 

Mirage. E. Temple Thurston. 

Missing Dklora, The. E. Phillips Oppcn- 
hciin. 

Mr. Grkx of Monte Carlo. E. Phillips 
Oppenheim. 

Mr. V ashington. Marjorie Bowen. 

Mrs. Maxon Protests. Anthony Hope. 

Mrs. Peter Howard. Mary E. Mann. 

My Danish Sweetheart. W. Clark 
Russell. 

My Friend the Chauffeur. C. N and 

A. M. Williamson. 

My Husband and I. Leo Tolstoy. 

Mv Lady of Shadows. John Oxenham. 

Mystery op Dr. Fu-Manchu, The. Sax 

Rohmer. 

Mystery op the Grf.en Heart, The. 

Max Pemberton. 

Nine Days’ Wonder, A. B. M. Croker. 


Nine to Six-Thirty. W. Pett Ridge. 

Ocean Sleuth, The. Maurice Drake. 

Old Rose and Silver. Myrtle Reed. 

Paths of the Prudent, The. J. S. Fletcher. 

Pathway of the Pioneer, Tub. Dolf 
Wyllarde. 

Peggy of the Bartons. B. M. Croker. 

People’s Man, A. E. Phillips Oppenheim. 

Peter and Jane. S. Macnaughtan. 

Pomp of the Lavilbttks, The. Sir Gilbert 
Parker. 

Quest of Glory, The. Marjorie Bowen. 

Quest of the Golden Rose, The. John 

Oxenham. 

Regent, The. Arnold Bennett. 

Remington Sentence, The. W. Pett 

Ridge. 

Rest Curb, The. W. B. Maxwell. 

Return of Tarzan, The. Edgar Rice 
Burroughs. 

Round the Red Lamp. Sir A. Conan Doyle. 

Royal Georgie. S. Baring-Gould. 

SaYd, the Fisherman. Marmaduke Pick- 
thall. 

Sally. Dorothea Conyers. 

Salving ok a Derelict, The. Maurice 
Drake. 

Sandy Married. Dorothea Conyers. 

Sea Captain, The. H. C. Bailey. 

Sea Lady, The. H. G. Wells. 

Search Party, Tun. George A. Birmingham. 

Secret Agent, The. Joseph Conrad. 

Secret History. C. N. and A. M. William- 

son. 

Secret Woman, The. Eden Phillpotts. 

Set in Silver. C. N. and A. M. William- 

son. 

Sevastopol, and Other Stories. Leo 

Tolstoy. 

Sbverins, The. Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick. 

Short Cruises. W. W. Jacobs. 

Si-Fan Mysteries, The. Sax Roluner. 

Spanish Gold. George A. Birmingham. 

Spinner in the Sun, A. Myrtle Reed. 

Street called Straight, The. Basil 

King. 

Supreme Crime, The. Dorothea Gerard. 

Tales of Mean Streets. Arthur Morrison. 

Tarzan ok the Apes. Kdgar Rice Bur¬ 
roughs. 
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Teresa op Watling Street. Arnold 

Bennett. 

There was a Crooked Man. Dolf Wyllarde. 

Tyrant, The. Mrs. Henry dc la Pasture. 

Under Western Eyes. Joseph Conrad. 

Unofficial Honeymoon, The. Dolf 
Wyllarde. 

Valley of the Shadow, The. William 
Le Queux. 

Virginia Perfect. Peggy Wcbling. 

Wallet op Kai Lung. Ernest Bramah. 

War Wedding, The. C. N. and A. M. 
Williamson. 

Ware Case, The. George Pleydell. 

Way Home, The. Basil King. 


Way of these Women, The. E. Phillips 
Oppenheim. 

Weaver of Dreams, A. Myrtle Reed. 
Weaver of Weds, A. John Oxenham. 
Wedding Day, The. C. N. and A. M. 
Williamson. 

White Fang. Jack London. 

Wild Olive, The. Basil King. 

William, dy the Grace of God. Marjorie 
Bowen. 

Woman with the Fan, The. Robert 

Hichens. 

WOo. Maurice Drake. 

Wonder of Love, The. E. Maria Albanesi. 
Yellow Claw, The. Sax Rohmer. 

Yellow Diamond, The. Adeline Sergeant. 
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Barbara Rebell. Mrs. Belloc Lowndes. 

By Stroke of Sword. Andrew Balfour. 

Derrick Vaughan, Novelist. Edna 
Lyall. 

House of Whisfeks, The. William Le 
Queux. 

Inca’s Treasure, The E. Glanville. 


Katherine the Arrogant. Mrs. B. M. 
Croker. 

Mother’s Son, A. B. and C. B. Fry. 
Profit and Loss. John Oxenhain. 

Red Derelict, The. Bertram Milford. 
Sign of the Spider, The. Bertram Milford. 
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